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The Goops. Two guys. One gorgeous chick. And a pretty 
boy we're not too sure about. They play seventies punk. Noisy 
yet tuneful. Bratty but endearing. Derivative although stamped 
with a style they might someday be able to call their own. 

You wouldn't know it from the debut album. Some 
boneheaded producer tried to turn them into The Carpenters. 
Took all the swagger out. Asked Eleanora to enunciate clearly 
when singing. Not a total disaster as the songs were clever and 
catchy but the disc had none of the power and abandon of The 
Goops' live performances. 

So no one bought the thing. Or the follow-up single which 
was a lot messier and had a delightfully irreverent take on the 
loathsome Foundations’ bubblegum classic “Fill Me Up Butter- 
cup.” Even the insouciant Kozak cover art failed to help sell it. 

The pr company seems to have washed their hands of the 
combo. Told the quartet to hit the road in fact and see if they 
could make things happen. The Goops did. On the night I 
talked to them in a noveau down home restaurant near Ford’s 
Theatre (the Victorian theatre where Lincoln was handed his 
hat) they had just finished driving cross country and back. Pub- 
lic relations had yet to call with either news or votes of confi- 
dence. This necessitated proceeding with the dreaded Plan 95: 
drive home to Jersey and environs, get a day or two of rest and 
then take the van back out on the road. 

But not just to play upper state New York. No, Eleanora and 
company envisioned another round trip across the good ole US 
of A. And if they weren’t household names by the time they 


returned, what the hell. Sometimes the struggle to succeed is 
more important than any form of recognition. 

“Right!” Eleanora laughed hoarsely when I suggested the lat- 
ter shortly after miraculously finding an empty seat adjoining 
The Goops table in the always overcrowded Dixie Grill. "We're 
doing this because the pr company is giving us absolutely no 
support and because we believe in ourselves we've decided to do 
everything we possibly can to achieve success. That way we 
have no one else to blame if we don’t make it.” 

At this Jason, the lanky austere bassist broke in, grabbed the 
tiny recorder and began to scream “But that doesn’t mean our 
promo company doesn’t suck. They DO! They SUCK! SUCK! 
SUCK! SUCK! YA HEAR! WE HATE THEM! MATT I 
HOPE YOU READ THIS. I HOPE YOU'RE IN PIECES 
SOMEWHERE. YA SHOULDN’T MAKE IT TO 830 
TONITE. YA COCKSUCKER IS WHAT YOU ARE. Stand- 
ing up at this point, Jason began to weave back and forth. 

Brad and Jeff the other two members of the band laughed 
snidely. Eleanora stared intently ahead. The diners around us 
began to titer. Nervously. It was then that I noticed the empty 
pitcher on our table. Actually, several empty pitchers. Maybe as 
many as a half-dozen. I desperately grabbed at a waitress as she 
walked by. “Bring beer. A lot of beer. In huge containers. And a 
bottle of bourbon. Quickly. Quickly." She looked at me quizzi- 
cally. I let her know I was joking. "C'mon honey. What are you 
looking at. This isn't a staring contest. We need alcohol imme- 
diately. Unless you want a riot on your hands." The deer in the 
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headlights look vanished and our serving 
girl hurried off to get our beverages. 

Eleanora grinned, “I like that. You're 
really opening up to us. Showing us a 
little part of yourself. Bourbon. And 
cheap bourbon at that." She turned to 
bark at Jason. "Jason sit down! Beer and 
bourbon. Soon!" 

Jason sat. Eleanora continued, "Like I 
said, I like your style. So where's your 
girlfriend? Don't small, dark and vaguely 
handsome guys like you usually have a 
girl of some sort hanging all over them?" 

“Well,” I rejoined, “I broke up with 
my girlfriend last week. Something I said 
in the heat of passion." 

Brad Andy and Jeff weren't paying at- 
tention. They had started on the beer 
and were arguing over who was going to 
get first crack at the Mattingly & Moore. 

*Yeah," I continued. "I was already 
down there for about twenty minutes and 
my friggin’ jaw was getting tired. So I 
looked up at her, my face like a glazed 
fucking doughnut, and said "Would you 
please hurry up and come already, I've 
got a hot shit in the chamber!” 

Eleanora was non-plussed. “You know 
that wouldn’t make a bad title for our 
next cd. We'd have to make it plural but 
it's not bad. A little vulgar. And speak- 
ing of vulgar how's Brutarian doing?" 

“It’s vulgar if you read nothing other 
than the cartoons. Апа even then only 
some of those are vulgar," I retorted. “Ве- 
sides you've got a lot of nerve. Consider- 
ing the manner in which you flaunt your 
shapely breasts and that hot ass of yours. 
At almost every opportunity, І might 
add. Too bad you never flash bush. I've 
bet you've got one that would knock my 
socks off. And men of far more experi- 
ence. Although who these men might be 
I have no idea. 

This got a laugh out of everyone - 
bourbon was now flowing like water. 
And then, suddenly, marvelously, every- 
one was talking. Jeff the somewhat reti- 
cent drummer blurted out that he was 
from Pennsylvania and so we shouldn't 
tag The Goops as a New York band. And 
was almost in The Psyclone Rangers. And 
definitely in The Creatures of the Golden 
Dawn. But Eleanora cut him off to say 
that the only band "they" liked were The 
Ramones. And not to get on Joey for be- 
ing full of himself. He was really a 
helluva nice guy and bla bla Ба... 
"Drinking everyone agreed was even bet- 
ter than The Ramones. Guitarist and vet- 
eran hedonist Brad opined that Pyms' 
Cup was a wonderful mixer. І had to con- 
cur remembering as I did that that was 


about all I ate and drank (cucumber with 
soda water is the way to mix it) before I 
proposed to my ex-wife Diabla. We con- 
cluded it was a great way to get pleas- 
antly drunk every evening. And keep the 
weight off. 

Keeping weight off is one thing, how 
does the band manage to stay sane criss- 
crossing the country packed together like 
sardines in that tiny little van of theirs? 
Easy, Jeff and Jason interjected, they 
drink and try to ignore one another. In 
the morning a few lite beers chased with 
a very cold Old English. Then a quick 
stop for lunch and a number of 
Budweisers. A meal without beer you see 
being no meal at all. In the late after- 
noon the first whiskey and soda of the 
day. Dinner is proceeded by a few shots 
of tequila. Dinner ended, there follows 
the ritual of shooters and it is then The 
Goops find themselves ready for the 
soundcheck. Soundcheck done, it is time 
to adjourn to the dressing room to discuss 
the night's set over а few highballs. Buds 
usually follow, courtesy of the manage- 
ment. 

Of course, Jason noted, a somber look 
on his face, this playful drinking some- 
times lead to disaster. With women. "I 
met this girl once who I thought was re- 
ally hot. When I got back to the room I 
noticed this peculiar smell. It was coming 
from her feet. Her socks were plastered to 
them. And when she took them off it 
looked like she had gangrene. I don't 
know how I missed that. Another fan I 
met told me she enjoyed touching her- 
self. I should've asked more questions. 
When we were alone she played with 
herself for what seemed like hours. First 
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with her hands. Then with a vibrator. 
When she was done she pulled the vibra- 
tor out and said, ‘Okay. Now it’s your 
turn. That meant playing with myself 
while she watched. What a waste of 
time. But at least her feet didn't smell." 

None of the other members had had 
such unusual experiences. Brad believes 
in being faithful to his girl as does Tim. 
Eleanora loves her man. (This annoyed 
me to no end. I was hoping to at least get 
her phone number.) The temptress-in- 
deshabille is just an act. She's anything 
but promiscuous. And despite the fact we 
had just consumed an enormous quantity 
of beer and a bottle of bourbon in the 
short time we were together, I think they 
were putting me on about the imbibing. 

The alcohol gone and showtime im- 
minent, Jeff made a motion to adjourn. 
Where had the time gone? It had gone 
into a one hundred and fifty dollar bar 
bill. I graciously offered to pay. The 
Goops, much to their credit, objected. I 
refused to be overruled. Lawyers hate be- 
ing overruled. 

Oh, and the performance? Terrific. 
Тһе band played with intense abandon 
getting the small, seemingly disinterested 
crowd rather pumped up. This despite 
Eleanora's rather conservative dress - 
loose fitting jeans and a non-descript 
dress shirt. I think there was even an en- 
core elicited but I can't remember. After- 
wards, somehow, I managed to drive my- 
self home. Slowly. 4 
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АП I wanted was something to eat... 


Two hours after I killed Molly Mancini, it started to rain, 
and I knew I was in for a bitch of a day. 

I hate driving in the rain, even in a top of the line, air-con- 
ditioned Mercedes with anti-lock brakes. A few years back 
Га been driving a rented Buick in a storm and the wheels had 
shot out of control. That sucker slipped right across the free- 
way, hit the divider at 50 miles an hour, and totaled the car, 
the passenger side crumpling inwards like an aluminum can. 
I got a busted right foot and a case of whiplash an S & M 
freak would have loved. So that's why I hate driving in the 
rain. It's also the reason I limp, and that ankle of mine com- 
plains like an old man in wet weather. 

But it was raining and it wasn't gonna let up. The forecast 
on The Weather Channel that morning said something about 
a trough of low pressure which had moved across Texas and 
Louisiana for the past twenty-four hours, gathering moisture 
from the Gulf of Mexico before sliding up Florida and into 
Georgia. That's where I was now, about an hour south of At- 
lanta, heading down 1-75 with Ms. Mancini stashed in the 
trunk, heading right into the heart of the storm. Under other 
circumstances, I would've pulled into a HoJo's and waited it 
out, but I had a deadline to meet and $40,000 in unmarked 
bills waiting for me in West Palm Beach. Forty thousand rea- 
sons to drive but it didn't make me happy. 


By: Philip Nutman 


I knew it was gonna be one of those days when she started 
to beg. I hate it when they beg. There's nothing worse than 
watching someone plead for their life. Have a little dignity. 
Hell, we all gotta go sometime, and when I walk through the 
door I’m the answer to the Big Question. 

Old man Praeger had warned me, though, said the bitch 
would offer me money, offer me her body, anything, just so's 
Pd let her go. 

"I'm sure you've experienced that before, no?" he said, 
sipping a snifter of Hennesy as we sat in expensive brown 
leather chairs in his office overlooking the ocean. “I’m sure 
many of your victims . . ." 

“Patients,” I corrected him, taking a sip of Diet Coke. 

He raised a quizzical eyebrow. "Interesting choice of 
words. Shall I call you ‘Doctor’?” 

“Raschke is fine." 

“Well, Mr. Raschke, I’m certain many of your ‘patients’ 
are only too happy to debase themselves in front of you, 
pleading for their lives. She will, you know. She’ll offer you 
money. Not that she has any. And you'll say no.” 

“I won't say anything.” His idle chatter was starting to get 
under my skin. Never been big on conversation, especially 
small talk. 

“Then she'll offer you her body. And a very tempting body it is." 

He paused, puffing on his Cuban corona, his eyes misting 
over as his mind skipped out for an instant to visit a romantic 
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memory. 

"That's why I want her back, Mr. 
Raschke,” he said suddenly, his tone 
changing to that of a man chewing 
ground glass. "I can't live without her, 
I'm afraid. But unfortunately, she won't 
live with me anymore. Not even all this," 
he made a grand sweeping gesture with 
his left hand, trying to draw my attention 
to the antiques cluttering the office, 
“could keep her. Most women would die 
to live in such wealth, but dear sweet, 
stupid Molly thinks she's in love. With a 
French computer salesman no less. 
Rather insulting, don't you think?" 

I said nothing. I didn't care if he 
was a love-struck millionaire who 
couldn't keep the woman of his 
dreams happy, didn't give a rat's ass 
that Molly Mancini had run off with 
a salesman. Still, looking at the fat, 
ugly man in front of me, I didn't 
blame her. Praeger must weigh at 
least three hundred pounds, and the 
expensive, hand-tailored silk suit 
couldn't hide the fact he looked like 
a pig stuffed in a sack. 

Praeger had made his millions off 
of junk bonds during the Milken-or- 
chestrated feeding frenzy of the early 
80's. Today he sold high-priced real 
estate up and down the East Coast. 
He also had a nice side line in nar- 
cotics, illegal gambling, and stolen 
sports cars. Which was how he was 
dealing with me, Jacob Raschke, 
former mercenary, private detective, 
and now gun-for-hire. He, however, 
just dipped his toes in the sea of 
crime: I swam the depths, ceaselessly 
moving like a shark, waiting for the next 
bite. 

“But if I can't have her, no one else 
can. And if I can't have her alive, then 
dead will do fine." 

“Just tell me where, when, and how,” I 
replied. His cologne was making me 
want to puke. The guy must've taken a 
bath in a tub of Brut. 

He handed me an 8x10 photo of Ms. 
Mancini and a large black envelope con- 
taining details and $20,000 in cash - my 
down payment. It took five minutes to go 
over the particulars. 

“Make her suffer, Mr. Raschke. But 
not too much. Shoot her in each knee, 
then the chest. But don't damage her 
head. Such a beautiful head. Those lips . . .” 


He looked out at the calm sea lapping 
at the shore beneath us, and uncon- 
sciously dropped his right hand to his 
crotch. It was obvious what was on his 
mind. I switched my attention to a hang- 
nail and waited. 

“Ве here at 5 PM, Friday," he said af- 
ter he'd made me repeat his demands like 
a parrot or a retard. "And don't be late. I 
have plans for the weekend." 

I get to meet all sorts in this business. 
Parents grieving over their dead kids, 
ready to pay me а nice cut to snuff out 
the drunk driver who creamed little 


“Тһе real whackos I 
avoid like the 
plague. Too unpre- 
dictable, and you 
can't guarantee 
they'll pay up. But 


Elias Praeger was 
different. Behind 
the glint of insanity 
lay something more. 
Something evil." 


Markie. Neglected wives who want their 
marital problems solved with a bullet. 
Dime-store wiseguys who don't have the 
cojones to do their own dirty work. And 
the crazies. А lot of loons, that's for sure. 
The real whackos I avoid like the plague. 
Тоо unpredictable, and you can't guaran- 
tee they'll pay up. But Elias Praeger was 
different. Behind the glint of insanity lay 
something more. Something evil. I didn't 
care what he wanted to do with the 
Mancini woman's head - probably do a 
Dahmer and keep it in the ice box, taking 
it out when he got lonely - but I knew one 
thing: I didn't want to spend another 
minute around this guy. All the cologne 
in the world couldn't hide the corrupt 
stench oozing from his pores. 
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I pocketed my brief and left. 

That'd been on Monday, and that's 
how come I was driving in heavy rain on 
a Friday with a corpse in the trunk of my 
car, traveling a tad under the speed limit 
as І made my way down 1-75 towards 
Florida. 

Despite the car's ability to handle the 
weather, I wasn't happy. My ankle was 
aching and the rain made me anxious. I 
slipped a tape in the deck. Maybe some 
music would take my mind off things. 
Eor some reason a deepening sense of 
dread was starting to stick to me like a 
wet suit. I figured it was the rain get- 
ting me down, crash flashbacks mak- 
ing me antsy. Not even the pair of 
9mm Berettas nestling in their twin 
shoulder holsters could make me feel 
secure. With hindsight, I know now 
it was my sixth sense trying to alert 
me to danger up ahead, that same 
sense which had kept me alive in the 
jungles back in *Nam. 

Lou Reed's melancholy voice slid 
mellifluously from the speakers. 
Magic and Loss. Some Chopin 
would've been a better choice, but it 
was all I had. 

Reed once said things are never 
good, they just go from bad to weird. 
It's a philosophy I subscribe to. But 
nothing could' ve prepared me for what 
was coming. 

I crossed the state line at 10:30 
AM. I was making good time but not 
even the thought of meeting my 
deadline and walking away $40,000 
richer could lighten my mood. The 
Reed tape had been a bad choice, 
and I'd switched it off in favor of an FM 
station. А thirty minute block of Iron 
Butterfly, Steppenwolf, The Doors, and 
now Grand Funk Railroad singing 
"We're An American Band" was margin- 
ally better. 

The more I thought about it, the more 
I realized Praeger gave me the creeps. 
Like I said, usually I don't care what hap- 
pens after my work's done, but in this 
case I couldn't get the image of him mas- 
saging his crotch out of my mind. What- 
ever he had planned for Ms. Mancini's 
body, it wouldn't be nice. Obscene im- 
ages randomly jump-cut across my 
imagination, and no matter how hard I 
tried, I couldn't keep them away, the loud 
rock music failing to drown out the 
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Mancini woman's voice echoing іп my ears. 

She hadn't been surprised when I ap- 
peared in her bedroom at 4 AM. 

I had. 

After three days of staking out the 
small Bulkhead house she shared with the 
Frenchman, I knew her routine by rote. 
Home at six after a full day working the 
perfume counter at Macy's. Dinner at 7. 
TV until 11:30. Lights out at midnight. 
Up at 7 AM. Her boyfriend had left for a 
business trip in Colorado on Wednesday 
as planned. Praeger had arranged that 
one, and the plan was for me to snuff her 
in the early hours Friday. Loverboy 
wasn't due back until Sunday, and by that 
time Га be lying on а St. Thomas beach. 
What Praeger'd be doing was his busi- 
ness. At that point in the proceedings I 
didn't care, my focus was on the job at hand. 

Confident she was asleep, I'd picked 
the lock on the back door and entered the 
house silent as a shadow. But as soon as I 
entered her bedroom, she turned on the 
table lamp, momentarily blinding me. 

“I knew you'd come,” she said softly. 
“Tt was inevitable he'd send someone. Не 
did send you, didn't he?" 

Her tone was a mix of fatalism and 
nervous tension. If she'd suspected 
Praeger'd hunt her down, the thought 
must have been praying on her mind 
since the day she skipped out. She 
seemed anxious to get it over with, and 
the deep shadows under her dull brown 
eyes said she hadn't slept a full night in 
weeks. And here I was, the answer to the 
Big Question. Only it was wrong, all 
wrong. It wasn't supposed to be this way. 

I hadn't planned on her seeing my 
face. Not that it really mattered. Who was 
she gonna tell? The dead don't talk, at 
least not where I' m from. 

“I won't go back to him. You'll have 
to kill me." 

Isaid nothing. 

It wasn't the fact she'd seen me that 
was bothering me. It was her voice. А 
soft, gentle voice like a child's. That and 
just how beautiful she was. The photo 
Praeger had given me didn't do her justice. 

Molly Mancini was a small woman, 
no taller than 572". Delicate, with a 
dancer's body - which was true, she'd 
been a stripper for over ten years, before 
she forsook the runway in favor of the 
more lucrative and less strenuous job of 
becoming a high class call girl for a 
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small, select clientele, and ultimately, 
Praeger's mistress. Her long black hair 
and olive skin were entrancing. The pe- 
tite nose and finely shaped sensuous lips 
spoke of refinement, the pert breasts 
peaking at me from beneath the black 
nightgown promising unspoken pleasures. 

I knew then why he wanted her so 
bad. She was the kind of woman who 
drove men to disaster, like the singing of 
the Lorelei luring sailors to their deaths 
on wave-lashed rocks at sea. 

"Whatever he's paying you, ГЇЇ 
double it." 

She didn't like my silence as I stood in 
the doorway, the chloroformed handker- 
chief clasped in my left hand. 

After watching her for three days, I'd 
decided to knock her unconscious, tie her 
up and take her to a deserted area outside 
the city. There I was going to shoot her in 
the chest, make it clean, painless, then 
shoot out her kneecaps so old Praeger'd 
be happy I'd done the job just the way he 
wanted. What he didn't know wouldn't 
hurt him, and I sure as hell wasn't going 
to make her suffer like he wanted. I may 
kill for a living but I'm no sadist. 

“You want me? Take me. Do what- 
ever you want to me, but don't take me 
back to him. He . . . he did things to me. 
Unspeakable things." She paused in em- 
phasis. “I won't go.” 

I sighed. 

Molly Mancini looked me in the eyes. 
My expression was as blank as Mount 
Rushmore. She threw the sheets to one 
side, revealing slender legs and a 
trimmed tuft of pubic hair. One hand 
went to her breasts, the other between her 
tanned thighs as she spread them. 

“You want me? Of course you do. 
Men always want me, they can’t resist. 
What do you like?” she asked almost 
breathlessly with the practiced ease of a 
phone sex operator. 

“You want to cum in my mouth? Do 
you want me to suck you? You'd like 
that, wouldn't you? To stick your cock in 
my mouth and have me milk you dry." 

She started rubbing her nipples, mov- 
ing the fingers on her left hand in her pu- 
bic cleft. 

“Ог maybe you'd like to fuck me in the 
ass, pump your seed inside me. Fuck me 
till I bleed. You'd like that, wouldn't you?" 

If the talk was meant to turn me on, it 
wasn't working. But she was getting off 
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on what she was saying, her fingers dis- 
appearing into the pink mouth between 
her legs, her breathing deepening with 
every movement. 

"That's it, baby, come to momma. Let 
me make it better. Let me love you like 
you've never been loved before." 

Obscene suggestions spilled from her 
mouth like pus from a boil as she rubbed 
herself towards orgasm. 

Whatever Praeger had done to this 
broken woman must have been truly dis- 
gusting because the things she was sug- 
gesting we do to each other would have 
made my old Marine sergeant blush. 

*Let me - " she groaned as she started 
to climax. 

*Oh shut up," I muttered and shot her 
straight between the breasts. 

The silenced Beretta made a soft plop 
as it bucked in my hand. Molly Mancini's 
eyes glazed as she fell back on the bed, 
twitched twice then lay still. A clean kill, 
right through the heart, but not as neat as 
I wanted. The bullet had exited her back 
and the white sheets were awash with 
blood. I took a deep breath and tried to 
think what to do next. 

A horn blasted directly behind the 
Mercedes and I flinched like a whipped 
dog, my scrotum retracting as my sphinc- 
ter muscles tensed. 

An 18-wheeler traveling too fast for 
the road conditions was barrelling down 
on me like a sledgehammer. Without 
thinking, I jabbed hard on the accelerator. 
Then the suicide jockey pulled out into 
the passing lane, kicking up a tsunami of 
spray as he sped by. 

“Sonofabitch!!!” I screamed over the 
music as the asshole roared the metal 
monster down the highway ahead of me. 

Fighting the panic-driven desire to jam 
my foot on the break, I eased it down. 
sensing rather than feeling the anti-lock 
system work its magic on the water- 
logged tarmac underneath the hermeti- 
cally sealed body of the Mercedes. 

Crazy bastard had to be doing over 70. 
The rain was now pounding down in tor- 
rential sheets in the manner only Florida 
rain could fall. Clouds lowered on the ho- 
rizon, pregnant with menace. Was it my 
imagination or was that a rumble of thun- 
der in the distance? 

“God, no,” I whispered under my 
breath, speaking to a deity I didn’t be- 
lieve existed. 


Shit, I hated Florida. The humidity, 
the insects. The sudden storms that could 
soak you to the skin in an instant. The 
weird purple color the clouds turned be- 
fore lightning only Wagner could dream 
of rent the sky asunder. No wonder I'd 
chosen to live in Arizona, with its minus- 
cule precipitation, and burning dry heat 
which eased the pain in my ankle. 

No, I was right. Lightning twitched in 
front of me and thunder followed, rolling 
like my stomach. The day was rap- 
idly going to hell in a handbasket. 

Fuck the weather. Screw the gig. 
Yeah, right . . . if only I could. The 
balance would help grease wheels, 
buy me a new identity down on 
Grand Cayman, where I planned to 
retire. Sun, sand, scuba diving, with 
a library of books I'd collected over 
the years to read. I intended to live 
out the rest of my life with minimal 
concerns and all the great works of 
literature I could consume. 

Right. 

Dream on. It was raining like Noah 
was in the vicinity and the Mercedes 
was no ark. My ankle flared dully 
and I slowly accelerated. No turning 
back. Had to get this over with. 

I should have pulled over there 
and then, but those 40,000 reasons 
nagged at the back of my mind like 
a gaggle of Jewish mothers. 

Through the torrent of water hit- 
ting the windshield, a flash of green 
registered: Orlando 80. Okay. Two 
hours. Praeger could meet me some- 
where outside the city. There was no way 
I was driving all the way to West Palm 
Beach. 

The dashboard clock showed 11:05 
AM. Good. If I maintained 50 mph I'd hit 
Orlando around one. I'd stop at the next 
rest area and call in my ultimatum: deliv- 
ery there or no dice. Instinct told me he'd 
play ball even though he'd be major 
league pissed. And if he didn't show? 
Fuck, I knew when to cut my losses and 
take a hike. Which ever way you cut the 
cards, I held a winning hand. 

Smug asshole... 

By the time I hit the outskirts of Or- 
lando, the weather looked like it might 
tone down the volume, but I still wasn’t 
going to go beyond the distance I'd set. 

Correct on both counts: I reached the 
city limits just after one, and Praeger'd 


responded like a starlet partying with 
Fatty Arbuckle - so panic-stricken you'd 
think he was about to get an icy vaginal 
probe and die of heart failure. Neverthe- 
less, he agreed to my demands, all 
Scorsese-De Niro bluster and threats of 
fisting me with a .357 Magnum primed 
with hollow points. Right. Blow me, fuck 
wad. I had what I wanted, and judging by 
his underlying tone, Molly's head meant 
more to him than the inconvenience of a 


“I was in the middle 
of an outtake from 
SEEDING OF A 
GHOST and the edi- 
tor had left the steen- 
beck running. And 


when you're faced 
with this kind of situ- 
ation, there’re only 
two things you can 
do: shoot 'em in the 
head, and utilize a 
prayer scroll." 


two-hour drive to Orlando. 

Sue me, motherfucker. Let's get this 
turkey shoot over, I thought as I spied the 
Hong Kong Bar-B-Q, its broken neon 
sign flashing garishly against the gray 
backdrop of waterlogged sky with the 
charm of a toothless wino. I was as hun- 
gry as a ‘gator who'd gone vegetarian for 
a year. As a rule, I never eat for several 
hours prior to a job. If the work gets too 
wet, even the most hardened stomach can 
spill its secrets, and with state-of-the-art 
forensics, the police can tie you to the 
scene of a crime based on a stale fart in 
an elevator. My guts rumbled again with 
the subtlety of a Universal Studios earth- 
quake, and I hung a left. This place 
would be as good as any for a rendez- 
vous. And besides, a bowl of hot and sour 
soup, a plate of egg fried rice and cashew 


BRUTARIAN * ISSUE #16 


chicken with broccoli would be just what 
the doctor ordered. 

The interior of the eatery delivered as 
much as the exterior promised: the charm 
of a homeless shelter as designed by 
some shmuck who'd watched too much 
bad tv. Chipped formica tables. Drunken 
chairs leaning to the left. A layer of 
grease coated the counter like someone 
had tried to wax the place to cover up the 
rot lurking beneath the surface. And 

neon. Fucking neon signs on every 
wall flickering over those mass-pro- 
duced Chinese art mats you see hang- 
ing in restaurants across the country. 

The illegal immigrant behind the 
counter, a girl who looked all of thir- 
teen, took my order in pigeon En- 
glish. Once the communication bar- 
rier was straddled, I hit the pay phone 
and called Praeger on his cellular. 

"Tm very disappointed in you, 
Mr. Raschke,” he said calmly, strug- 
gling to sound like he was in control. 
"This is very inconvenient." 

"Yeah, I know. I'm not thrilled 
about this either, so let's just get it 
done." : 

"Being out in the open is a big 
risk. It's unprofessional, and 1...” 

"Look," I snapped, "just pull into 
the parking lot right next to my car. 
The area's secluded, everything'll be 
fine. Get here within the hour." 

I hung up before he could say 
more. The time for talking was over. 
I chose a table facing the doorway, 
sat down and waited for my food. 

There were three other customers. A 
pair of old retirees, and a young guy who 
looked like he could be a traveling sales- 
man. The old couple were typical Florida 
transplants, overweight and displaying no 
dress sense whatsoever. He was wearing 
bright red plaid pants and a pink Hawai- 
ian shirt; she was encased in a lime green 
polyester pantsuit which did nothing to 
complement her pear shape and large, 
sagging breasts. Probably from Dayton. 

The girl behind the counter came over 
to my table and laid a placemat and chop- 
sticks in front of me. 

“You want water?" 

"Sure." 

She walked daintily back to the 
kitchen and disappeared through the 
door. 

Then two things happened at once: 
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The old woman suddenly choked on a 
mouthful of food and the girl let loose a 
scream so loud you could hear it all the 
way to Miami. 

Mr. Hawaiian shirt dropped his chop- 
sticks. The salesman jumped out of his 
seat like someone had grabbed his nads. 
My right hand went instinctively to the 
Beretta nestled under my left armpit. 

The old woman clawed at her throat as 
she wheezed. 

The girl ran from the kitchen, still 
screaming so loud I thought my eardrums 
would bleed. Behind her, one of the chefs 
stumbled out, his face a bloody, goopy 
mess as he tore at the living noodles bur- 
rowing into his eyes, nose, ears, and 
mouth. 

Oh, shit. Just my luck. 

Possessed food. 

Before I could react, the old guy 
startled me by leaping up from the table 
with the energy of a man half his age, 
rushed around to his wife and executed a 
perfect Heimlich maneuver in one fluid 
motion. 

It worked, and his wife projectile- 
vomited a severed finger and a mouthful 
of egg fried rice, which hit the salesman 
slap in the face. 

He gagged. 

The chef shouted in Cantonese. 

The girl screamed again. 

I pulled my guns and shot the chef right 
between the eyes to end his suffering. 

There was a moment of silence and I 
felt like I'd walked into someone's movie. 
Everything went slo-mo for an instant. 

The girl stopped screaming, but con- 
tinued shaking in the center of the room. 

Salesman wiped the regurgitated food 
from his face and looked at me 
dumbstruck. 

The old guy held onto his wife who 
threatened to keel over. 

Then the chef flopped to the floor and 
all hell broke loose. 

The noodles quivered and leapt at the girl, 
landing on her head like a bad fright wig. 

She screamed. 

The old woman's guts expanded be- 
neath the polyester as her eyes rolled up 
into her sockets. 

“Harriette?” her husband mumbled as 
she stiffened in his arms. 

"Urrgggghh!" she exhaled in basso 
profundo. Then reached behind her, 
bones snapping as limbs performed a 
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move the human body was not designed 
to execute. 

And ripped his ears off. 

I aimed at her, squeezing off three 
rounds rapid fire. Bone, blood, and brains 
sprayed the walls and ceiling like a ro- 
man candle. 

Her stomach erupted, tentacles of 
bloated intestine shooting out to grab the 
salesman around the waist as her husband 
wobbled backwards, clutching at the 
sides of his head. 

The girl’s screaming ceased as the 
noodles snaked into her open mouth. I 
pulled my second gun as I fired again 
with the one in my right hand. 

Three shots: one to her head, one to 
the chest, and one to her stomach. 

On the other side of the room, 
Salesman's spine snapped as the intesti- 
nal ropes broke him like a match yanking 
him towards the huge mouth of teeth 
which had appeared laterally across 
polyester's gaping mid-section. 

Holy fucking cow. Thank God I'd 
watched hundreds of hours of Cantonese 
action and horror movies; otherwise I 
wouldn't have known what to do. 

Someone had inadvertently let loose a 
food demon. Damn thing had probably 
been sleeping in a fortune cookie, and 
one of the chefs took a bite. Great. All 
this on top of the Praeger situation. If 
someone or something was telling me 
now was the time to get out of the killing 
game, I was listening like a priest taking 
confessions. 

Joe Bob Briggs and a bustiere of 
bimbos, I was getting too old for this shit. 

Where was Chow Yun-Fat when you 
needed him? 

More to the point, where was I going 
to find a Buddhist prayer scroll? 

Life's full of lessons, and you can 
learn a lot from the movies. All those 
hours spent swilling brewskis while 
watching bootleg Asian videos had led to 
this: I was in the middle of an outtake 
from Seeding of a Ghost and the editor had 
left the Steenbeck running. And when 
faced with this kind of situation, there're 
only two thing you can do: shoot ‘em in 
the head, and utilize a prayer scroll. 

I had two guns and enough bullets to 
start a small-scale war in some 
unpronounceably named African country. 
But no Buddhist prayer parchment. 

Shit on toasted whole wheat. 
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Had to think fast. Had to move at light 
speed. 

Now, if only Drake Elvis Winter were 
beside me. 

Drake's an old friend. Hot-shot Wash- 
ington D.C. lawyer by day, award-win- 
ning writer by night And sometime 
back-up on those tough jobs that no 
amount of 409 can clean. 

If I couldn't have Chow Fat beside 
me, that Winter boy was the best you 
could wish for. Still, even he probably 
couldn't come up with holy paper when 
you needed it. 

What remained of the young girl's 
blasted body caved in on itself with the 
gravity of a black hole as the insatiable 
noodles shot out between her rent rib- 
cage, frantically adhering to the wall, so 
close to my head flakes of lung tissue 
strafed my hair. 

Left hand bucked as I shot the sales- 
man, cutting off his cries as the polyester 
thing chomped on his torso. 

Right hand controlled the recoil as I 
placed two rounds in the old man's head 
and heart, giving him merciful release. 

The noodles emitted an impossible 
squeal as they rebounded off the calendar 
they'd landed on, lunging for the back of 
my neck like I was Saint Christopher 
ready to carry them across a river. 

I ducked, diving into a forward roll, 
both guns blazing in true John Woo style. 
Chow had taught me well. 

The noodles jumped around with the 
comedic grace of some schmuck who'd 
stepped on a hot plate. 

Burning from the touch of something 
holy ... 

At last. Divine intervention. And all 
for a worthless unbeliever like yours truly. 

If I got out of this, I promised I'd be- 
come a Buddhist monk. 

Noodles shrieking as they flip-flopped 
across the room, I fired both barrels as 
my back hit the linoleum, hot lead herd- 
ing the noodles towards the calendar. 

It worked. There was a flash as the 
squiggly mess connected with the paper, 
a bullet blasting straight through it, the 
calendar and plaster. 

Then the kitchen exploded as I stood 
up, wiping the smile off my face big time. 

Stunt men have it easy; they get to go 
through sugared glass. The fireball threw 
me against a neon sign, through the win- 
dow, and into the parking lot. 


G. M. KING 


No slo-mo, no MTV flash, none of that Joel Silver whammy 
factor Hollywood magic. 

My leather coat was on fire. My ears were bleeding. My face 
was sliced up like Pepperoni on a deluxe to go. Ankle was 
fucked again. Tried to stand up. Stumbled. Fell. 

Praeger stood in front of me with a small silver plated .22 in 
his fat fist. Probably the size of his prick. 

"r. Ra ke," he said. Or something like that. 

"Shit." 

“You probably will," I heard him say as my ears cleared. 

The Mercedes trunk blew wide as Molly Mancini shot up 
into the sky like a jack in the box on crystal meth. 

What had once been Molly was now - I saw with preternatu- 
ral clarity as she landed in front of Praeger on shaky legs - a 
possession case that made Linda Blair look like a Disney char- 
acter. 

“Hello, Elias," she said in Jack Palance’s voice. “Miss me, 
honey-pie?” 

“Oh, God...” 

“T don’t think so,” I muttered as I crawled towards the open 
door of Praeger’s limo. The chauffeur shuffled from foot to foot, 
mouth agape at the reunion, not taking any notice of me. I pulled 
off my burning coat and shot him in the chest. 

I heard the fat man scream as I slid into the car, slammed the 
door and threw the shift into drive. 

There was no way I was going to look back. Not with a brief- 
case containing $40,000 dollars, a busted ankle, and blood in my 
eyes. Besides, I have a problem with romantic scenes. Espe- 
cially reunions. 

All I wanted was something to eat... 

I could taste Mom’s apple pie on my tongue. Even a Mac- 
something or other would do. 

The rain had stopped, I realized, as I wiped blood from my eyes. 

Maybe things were looking up.” 
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SIA 


So you think being іп а rock and roll band is nothing but one big 
party? A party where all girl's hearts are open, the booze flows freely 
and the drugs are choice? Well think again, pal. Or don't bother to 
think. Read the horrifying testimony that follows: 


It seemed like a good idea at the time: drive to New York to 
play an industry showcase and then head to Austin to play at 
the South By Southwest Music Conference; hit Atlanta and 
Athens on the way back. Get in, get out. Nobody gets hurt. 
We've toured all over the country, we're seasoned roadhogs, 
right? We've put 25,000 miles on our van in the past year. This 
was nothing. А three hour tour, right? Well, the weather 
started getting rough... 


3/14/95 Allentown To New York 


We are always late. People say that getting us to run on a 
schedule is like getting four ants into a box. The drive from 
Allentown to New York is no exception. Pit stops - for gas, 
Honeycomb, cigarettes, pillows and a rug for the drum kit - 
cause us to miss a planned meet-and-greet with the people at 
R.E.D., the distributor responsible for taking ош CDs from the 
manufacturer and getting them into stores. Fug it. Shakin’ 
hands and kissin’ babies isn’t really our style. Besides, we will 
meet them later when we play at a club called Rebar and greet 
them with excessive volume and unspeakable acts of punk rock 
savagery, or something close to it. 

We rock out handsomely, if I do say so myself, and manage 
to overcome an underpowered sound system and a largely jaded 


By: Jonathon Valania 


music industry crowd. It’s difficult to gauge the sincerity of mu- 
sic biz people, especially when they are saying nice things about 
your band. Most industry types probably start out with a genuine 
love of music, but few have any control over the bands they 
work with. It becomes apparent early on that if they are going 
anywhere in this business, they will have to develop a profes- 
sional “enthusiasm” for music they don’t necessarily like. 


3/15 to 3/17 NYC To Austin 


As we leave New York, we learn that our hotel reservations 
in Austin have fallen through. This is bad. In addition to South 
By Southwest, Austin is hosting a rodeo, a college basketball 
tournament and an Olympic swimming competition, which 
means there are an additional 20,000 visitors in town and not 
one available hotel room. This also means that after driving 
forty-five hours nearly non-stop, we will have nowhere to col- 
lapse. We consider following the lead of Otis The Drunk from 
The Andy Griffith Show and ask the cops to lock us up - hey, it’s 
three hot meals and a cot - but they think better of it. 

We leave NYC at 2 p.m. Wednesday and arrive in Memphis 
at 12 noon the next day, alternating driving and sleeping shifts. 
It’s amazing the amount of geography you can cover in a moving 
vehicle if you are willing to move things like sleep and comfort 
way down on the priority list. Coffee and gasoline is all you 
need. My shift comes up around sunrise. Somewhere near the 
southern tip of Virginia, I see signs for Frozen Head Lake and 
spend the next bleary-eyed hour staring at the dotted yellow line 
and debating whether or not I’m hallucinating. 
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PETE DOYLE 


Just outside of Memphis, we check іп 
to the Relax Inn, because it's cheap and 
we like the sign. Tragedy strikes as we 
unload the van and the forty pound cin- 
der block that Jamie [Jamie Knerr, bold 
rock drummer, Psyclone Rangers.] uses to 
anchor his drum kit falls on P.R.’s (Р.К. 
Behler, Psyclone bassist, AKA Franken- 
bass] foot and cracks in two. P.R. lets 
loose with a sickening wail of agony 
which was reportedly heard as far as 
three states away. This is very bad. If 
P.R.'s foot is broken, it means one less 
man to help with the drive, one less man 
to help load and unload that thousand 
pounds of gear and one sheepish, 6'5 bass 
player with a cast on his foot sitting on a 
chair during our set at SxSW. 

Concerned about gangrene, Jamie de- 
cides to amputate Pat's foot with his 
rusty pocket knife [Technically, not 
true]. After hours of amateurish surgery - 
the knife is very dull and halfway 
through Jamie resorts to simply tearing of 
the half-severed foot - it turns out that 
Pat's foot is not broken, just badly 
bruised. Oh, the irony! I think Р.К. is 
still kind of mad at Jamie about the 
whole thing. We tell him that after we 
sell our first million albums, we'll all chip 
in and buy him a bionic foot. This seems 
to cheer him up. 


3/17 Austin 


We pull into Austin after a fourteen 
hour drive and start looking for a hotel. 
We are not alone. Soon there is a frantic 
parade of vehicles going from motel to 
motel, racing to park and get to the front 
desk first and hopefully find that one last 
minute cancellation. Our luck takes a 
turn for the better at a Motel 6 just out- 
side of town where we beat out a family 
for two rooms and they wind up sleeping 
in the parking lot. We feel bad for about 
five minutes and then get over it. 

We are scheduled to play at a suite 
party the label is hosting tonight at the 
Sheraton, but the hotel gets wind of the 
plan and makes it very clear that a band 
playing in the hotel suite will get the la- 
bel kicked out. Considering the current 
housing crunch, this would mean 
homelessness for the label employees. 
The contrast between the label's hotel 
accommodations and ours is glaring: they 
have bars in their rooms, we have bars on 


our windows. [Again, not actually true 
but it provides that Us vs. Them dy- 
namic that is so useful in rock n' roll.] 
With this in mind we lobby hard to play 
at the party anyway - to no avail. 

We go to see our new labelmates 
Latimer (from Philadelphia) play at a 
club called Emo's, where we will be play- 
ing on Sunday. Emo's is the punk rock 
club in town. All the employees have 
goatees and tattoos and attitudes as big as 
Texas - they all wear badges that read: I 
Don't Care About Your Stupid Band. It 
feels like home to us. We played here 
about a year ago with the Reverend 
Horton Heat and the place was packed- 
out with a line outside stretching around 
the block. The ceiling is covered with 
Frank Kozik art work, including the 
cover to our first album, Feel Nice. That 
to me is cool. 

Next, we head over to a place called 
the Terrace where Trance Syndicate, the 
label owned and operated by Butthole 
Surfer's drummer King Koffee, is holding 
a label showcase. The inside looks like a 
huge high school gymnasium. We get 
there in time to catch Ed Hall, a trio of 
Texas psychos who have covered them- 
selves in orange fluorescent body paint 
and set up black lights overhead. Nice. 


Next up is Bedhead, who along with 
Guided By Voices, is one of the main 
reasons we bothered to drive all the way 
to Texas. Bedhead is a combo of sleepy 
guitar mystics from Dallas, who shyly 
wave their guitars like magic wands. The 
sad majesty of their debut, What Fun Life 
Was, will make your speakers weep. 


Saturday & Sunday 3/18-3/19 Austin 


Before breakfast, we do a radio inter- 
view for a nationally syndicated radio 
program called Brave New World. We 
improvise "unplugged" versions of “Deal,” 
"Ain't Goin' Down" and "I'm Straight" 
and crack up the interviewers with what 
little sundazed and hungover wit we can 
muster. They like us and ask us to appear. 
on a pilot for a proposed TV version of 
the show for the Fox Network. We tell 
them to get bent [Writer's hyperbole], 
vowing to continue treading that thin line 
between indie credibility and stupidity. 

Later that night, we head back to the 
Terrace for a Matador showcase featuring 
Bettie Serveert and Guided By Voices. 
The place is packed for Bettie Serveert's 
set, which I find rather dull and I'm a 
fan. But the house is lined with stars. In 
the crowded lobby, I see Guided By 
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Voices frontman Robert Pollard out of 
the corner of my eye. І want to go over to 
him, but some drunken industry type has 
me locked in a one-way conversation, 
yammering over the din and in my ear 
non-stop. Pollard's passing across my left 
shoulder. He's so close I could pick his 
pocket and still no pause in the rambling 
chatter to politely excuse myself - and 
then he's gone. Damn! With the verbal 
equivalent of an animal gnawing his own 
arm off to free himself from a trap, I 
make my escape. Within the space of ten 
minutes, I meet King Koffee, Zeppelin 
bassist John Paul Jones and Bob Mould. 
Owing to the massive amount of respect 
I have for these musicians, I break my 
rule against introducing myself to celeb- 
rities. During my brief encounter with 
Bob Mould, I am reminded why I insti- 
tuted the rule in the first place: 


Me: Uh... Hi. ..uh... I really like 
Husker Du. 
Bob Mould: Thanks. 


(Long uncomfortable pause) 
Bob Mould: What brings you to Austin? 


Me: Er... шп... my band is playing at 
Emo's on Sunday. (I purposely don't tell 
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him our name, figuring that if he’s sin- 
cerely interested, he’ll ask) 


Bob Mould: That's nice. 


By the time Guided By Voices take 
the stage, the crowd has thinned consid- 
erably, proving that even the “hipsters” 
that go to SxSW are just fucking sheep. 
Freed from the fuzzy, claustrophobic con- 
fines of their recordings, GBV soars. The 
show is nothing short of awe-inspiring. I 
hang on every note and I’m one of those 
people who loses interest after a few 
songs, even by bands I really like. These 
days I find myself thinking that Bee Thou- 
sand is an lp for the ages, or something. 

А photographer for Cover magazine 
takes our picture in front of the Observa- 
tion Tower at the University of Texas. In 
1966, an ex-marine sharpshooter named 
Charles Whitman converted the top of 
the tower into a sniper’s nest, killing six- 
teen and wounding thirty before the cops 
shot him to death. Sensing that his ho- 
micidal behavior was somehow related to 
some physical abnormality, Whitman re- 
quested that an autopsy be performed in 
a note he left behind. The coroner's ex- 
amination revealed a golf-ball sized brain 
tumor. 

Finally we get to play. We have the 
last slot on the last night of the conver- 
gence. Most 
people flew home 
this afternoon 
and by nightfall 
Austin is a ghost 
town. We cheer 
ourselves up by 
reminding each 
other that we are 
technically head- 
lining tonight, 
because some 
nights you have to 
lie to yourself a 
little to get it up. 

By the time 
we go on at 1 
a.m., the crowd 
can charitably be 
described as 
“sparse.” How- 
ever, King Koffee 
is in the house 
which is inspira- 
tion enough and 
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the fifty or so in attendance seem to be 
actual local fans, each one seemingly 
armed with a camera and flashbulbs. We 
rocked convincingly, I am told. After- 
wards, a young and very attractive "ex- 
otic dancer" informs us that she is our 
"biggest fan" and has driven twenty hours 
from Chicago just to catch our show. She 
tells us that she has songs from Feel Nice 
on her bachelor party tape. "I tease the 
men of Chicago with your music," she 
says. Ay Carumba! 

We collect our adoration, load our 
gear and stave off attempts by local freaks 
and losers to get into our van. "Can I get 
into your van, І have my own car but I'm 
bored" says one drunk frat boy. We slam 
his hand in the door [Sadly, not true] and 
take off for some slacker party we've been 
invited to. At 4 a.m., we head back to 
the hotel and get a flat tire a couple of 
miles from the hotel. Pulling the spare 
tire and the jack out of the back of the 
van, we discover that we have forgotten 
to bring the lug wrench with us. A 
heated debate ensues about whether to 
wait around for a tow truck and the in- 
evitable encounter with the Texas police 
or drive the overloaded van back to the 
hotel on the rim and risk extensive and 
expensive damage to the axle. We decide 
on the latter and everyone but P.R. walks 
back to the Motel 6 to reduce the weight 
strain on the rim and axle. We laugh 
about our near-constant misfortune as we 
walk along the highway and Scot [Scot 
Dantzer, Psyclone guitarist; has a ticket 
to rock] suggests we call the next album 
"Fuck The Psyclone Rangers." 


Monday 3/20 Austin 


It just gets better. We are supposed to 
begin a twenty hour drive to Atlanta first 
thing in the morning, but wind up wait- 
ing all morning and afternoon for a tow 
truck. Halfway through the wait, the mo- 
tel desk clerk calls to say we have to va- 
cate the rooms or be charged for another 
day - money we don't have. We wind up 
on the curb of the parking lot surrounded 
by all our luggage and instruments, 
hungover with the hot Texas sun beating 
on our heads and fire ants scurrying 
about our feet. 

7 p.m. We finally head out for At- 
lanta. We decide to take a short cut 
which means getting off the interstate. 


Why does Atlanta looks so much like Belgium? 


Bad idea. Write this down so you don't 
forget i: NEVER GET OFF THE IN- 
TERSTATE. In the back hills of Texas 
there are stagnant evolutionary nooks 
and crannies that Darwin never dreamed 
of. We pull over at a gas station in Cow's 
Ass, Texas and hide our opposable 
thumbs so as to fit in better. Later we are 
trailed by a local Sheriff for several miles 
and, as luck would have it, run out of gas. 
We pull over and the Sheriff pulls up be- 
hind us, red lights flashing. I have night- 
mares about this very scenario. After the 
obligatory “Howdy” and "What's the 
trouble, Pardner?” the inquiries turn 
menacing: “Where ya been?”; and then 
“What do ya do for a living?” We turn on 
the aw-shucks-college-boy charm: 


Us: (smiling) "We're a Christian rock 
band, Officer." 


Sheriff: “No kiddin’? What are y'all called?" 

Us: “Book Of Axe.” 

Sheriff: “Well, get on your way, son.” 
Just before sunrise, we hit massive fog 

banks along the bayous of Louisiana and 


Alabama. Farther south, along Interstate 
10, the fog causes a massive one hundred 


sixty-seven pile-up, the largest in the 
nation’s history. Seventy-six hurt, one 
killed. 

In Alabama, we pick up a newspaper 
and the headline reads: ONLY 11% BE- 
LIEVE EVOLUTION SHOULD BE 
TAUGHT IN SCHOOLS. Later, I hear 
on the radio that Montana is in the pro- 
cess of passing legislation which would 
require homosexuals to register with the 
police along with murderers and sex of- 
fenders. I am not making this up. 


3/21 Atlanta 


We arrive at the club after a nineteen 
hour drive, door to door from Austin to 
the freight entrance of the Point in At- 
lanta where we are scheduled to play 
with Mary Lou Lord. Lord is a folk singer 
(on Olympia, Washington’s Kill Rock 
Stars label) whose claim to fame is going 
down on Kurt Cobain and subsequently 
rising to the top of Courtney Love’s shit 
list. Rumor has it that Mary Lou showed 
up at a Hole show in Los Angeles and 
Courtney chased her down the street. 
Nothing that exciting happens tonight. 
The club does not bother to put our 
name on the marquee or in any of the 
advertising and it seems that only a half 
dozen Atlantans were interested in see- 
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P.R. BEHLER 


ing The Girl Who Blew Cobain. Her set 
was actually quite good. We go on after 
her and wind up playing to the sound 
man. According to him, we smoked. 

The club owner apologizes and pays us 
our standard fee: a bottle of whisky and a 
vintage Cadillac Convertible [Writer's 
embellishment]. Jamie came up with the 
idea, he got it from Chuck Berry. It was 
cute for a while but it's really starting to 
get impractical. 


3/22 Atlanta to Athens 


We look forward to playing Athens 
tonight and putting last night's gig be- 
hind us. It will be our third time playing 
there (each time you play somewhere, 
the crowd gets bigger) and it's a fun town 
to hang out іп. Ав we head for the inter- 
state, the radiator blows. We call around 
and find out we can't possibly get it fixed 
before tomorrow. "Fuck The Psyclone 
Rangers" - it has a nice ring to it. We 
bury our anger and frustration under a 


fifth of vodka. 


3/23 to 3/24 Atlanta 
to the Funhouse 


After another all-night, ball-breakin' 
interstate haul, we pull up to the 
Funhouse, exhausted in a way that only 
truckers and sleep-deprivation test sub- 
jects can understand. Our luck seems to 
be turning, the Funhouse now carries Si- 
erra Nevada, our favorite beer. А few of 
them is like a good night's sleep. A big 
crowd shows up and the adrenaline is 
racing. А big spread in the Morning Call 
about the impending release of our new 
album, The Devil May Care, brings out 
friends we have not seen in years, includ- 
ing our sixth grade teacher, Mr. Lee, who 
we have not seen since, well, sixth grade. 
Somewhere in between the sweaty, syn- 
chronized blare of the music and the ap- 
preciative throb of the crowd, the four of 
us remember that shows like this are the 
reason we put up with all this shit. ^ 
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People often ask if I write pornography 
from a woman's point of view. I usually 
tell them that’s the only point of view I 
have. But I never professed to speak for 
all women. How is something like that 
possible? And besides, that's quite a 
weighty responsibility. I just speak for 
myself. I write about what turns me оп, 
what perplexes me about human sexual- 
ity and the ever elusive male libido. 

I've been a professional erotic scribe 
since around 1987. It all began when I 
wrote a nasty letter to Robert The Harrad 
Experiment Rimmer about the numerous 
errors in his, X-Rated Videotape Guide. I 
suppose Rimmer admired my spunk as 
well as my word processor and editorial 
skills because he invited me to type and 
edit his next batch of adult video re- 
views. The Boston/New York partnership 
worked out well. We were quite a team, a 
New England septuagenarian and a 
snotty twenty-eight year old guttersnipe 
from Brooklyn. When porn actor Jerry 
Butler approached Rimmer to help write 
his autobiography, Rimmer invited me 
along for the ride. 

And what a wild ride it was. From 
then on, the wheels began turning al- 
most faster than I could keep up. Luckily, 
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By: Ariel Hart 


I was dismissed from my 9 to 5 secretarial 
nightmare due to budget cuts. A nifty 
severance package gave me the opportu- 
nity to turn my attention toward piecing 
together Raw Talent and pursuing other 
freelance endeavors. Because of Butler's 
tempestuous marriage to "Little Wednes- 
day" from the 1960's TV series The 
Addams Family, his own personal demons 
and living across the country in Los An- 
geles, Raw Talent took almost two years 
to finish and to entice a publisher to 
print. Іс seemed that fake sex а la 
Danielle Steele romance novels was ac- 
ceptable as it helped sell oodles of books, 
but the publishing industry squirmed at 
the thought of tales of real sex. Go figure. 

Although Raw Talent didn't make 
much of a splash in the mainstream uni- 
verse, it set the porn community on its 
ear. Butler was accused of everything 
from out and out lying to giving a one- 
sided view of the jizz biz. The industry 
seemed to ignore the fact that an autobi- 
ography by definition is one-sided in na- 
ture. I was labeled a “Jerry Butler 
groupie" and called all sorts of atrocious 
things. Still, I stand behind the book and 
Butler's brave, honest, sometimes ugly 
portrait of the adult film industry and 
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himself. 

Soon, I began writing video reviews 
for magazines like Adult Video News and 
Swank. Гуе done everything from inter- 
views, articles, behind-the-scenes pieces 
and explicit columns for publications like 
Hustler, Hustler's Erotic Video Guide, Od- 
yssey, Playgirl, Penthouse Forum, Screu 
and many others. It wasn't until. 199C 
though that I earned the "right" to pro- 
duce one of my X-rated screenplays. Ac- 
tor-turned-director Paul Thomas gave 
The Swap a shot. Not only was Butler 
cast as one of the male leads, but I wa: 
nominated for a script writing award. 

People's first reaction when I tel: 
them I’m an X-rated scribe is usually. 
"But you look like а kindergarter. 
teacher.” And the second is a snide. 
“What do you write? ‘Oooh, ahhh, baby 
baby!” But it’s a lot more complicate 
than that. I like to think I capture - or 2: 
least try to capture - the crazy nuances с: 
our sexualities, our erotic insecurities. Т: 
me, pornography is lust with a Cathol:: 
conscience, a purpose; an erotic dialogo: 
between libido and soul. As well as all :- 
those wonderful things which make se» 
so incredible and frightening. 

Behind the computer it's only me. + 


flat-chested, salt-and-pepper haired, hap- 
pily monogamous lady with a firefighter 
boyfriend and two parakeets who writes 
the words America jerks off to. It’s me 
putting words into the luscious mouths of 
Christy Canyon, Hyapatia Lee, Ashlyn 
Gere and Samantha Strong. Me, writing 
gay phone sex scripts for Jeff Stryker. Me, 
who's never swung but has written a swing 
column for the past eight years. It's me. 
In addition to authoring over a hun- 
dred sexvids like All I Want For Christmas 
Is A Gang Bang, Shades of Blue, Parlor 
Games, Passages 1-4, Hungry, Steaming, 
Just Friends and After Seven, І helped 
Mistress Jacqueline write her bio Whips 
& Kisses. Two of my short stories appear 
in Herotica 2 & 3, fiction anthologies 
written by women. I also write R-rated 
movies of the low-budget variety. Two of 
those, Married People, Single Sex and 
Nightfire, have been produced to date. 
Even before becoming involved as a 
writer in the X-rated business, the genre 
fascinated and intrigued me. The per- 
formers seemed so brave, baring their 
asses and tiny imperfections for all to see. 
I respected this. I also respected the fact 
that the actors and actresses shared their 
sexualities with me. They seemed to be 
wanton warriors, unencumbered Бу 


ings! 


Hey, this sex toy doesn't have any open- 


Calvin Klein labels. 

Although most adult 
videos are shot on the 
West Coast, Гуе worked 
as a production assistant 
on quite a few New 
York shoots. I’m always 
astounded by the down- 
to-earthiness of the tal- 
ent. They usually look 
directly into your eyes 
when talking to you. 
They are loud and inse- 
cure and sometimes shy; 
ie. they are normal hu- 
man beings. They have 
grandmothers and sisters 
and sometimes even 
children. They are like 
you and me, but perhaps just a little bit 
braver. 

Initially, my desire to test my own 
limits pushed me into small parts in a 
handful of porn movies. These "non-per- 
forming" roles were intended to help, or 
so I thought, establish bonhomie and ca- 
maraderie with the cast. My physical in- 
hibitions and "safe-sex" sensibilities kept 
me from going any further though I des- 
perately desired the community's trust. 
And the need to know how humbling it 

felt to be in a roomful of 
Е people who knew what 

g you looked like naked. 
2.15 бо eventually 1 

| agreed to take оп а mi- 
nor masturbatorial role 
in Awakening in Blue for 
my friend director/actor 
Rick Savage, albeit in 
disguise as "The Black 
Widow" so my then- 
husband wouldn't rec- 
ognize me. Then there 
was the stint in the 
"Sex For One" segment 
in the first installment 
of HBO's now popular 
Real Sex series, again as 
a diddler. You'd be sur- 
prised at who saw the 
thing - X-rated icons 
like John Leslie as well 
as my Aunt Bea, who 
proceeded to tell the 
whole family. It was 
success and defeat in 
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Getting touchy-feely with Christy Can- 
yon. 


one fell swoop. But at least I now knew 
what it felt like to be among the legions 
of naked warriors. And it felt weird. 

When Dom Salemi approached me to 
write a regular column for Brutarian, my 
first reaction was, "What could I possibly 
say? What could I Possibly tell people?" 
Since working on Raw Talent, I learned 
that it’s not so much knowing what to 
write, but knowing what not to write. 
Certain things are sacred, personal, even 
in a business which profits from splaying 
open private body parts for home viewing 
pleasure. You just don't print the story 
about the starlet who is distraught over 
her recent miscarriage and cries in your 
arms. You don't tell anyone about the 
young stud who struggles with his erec- 
tion. You just keep these things inside, 
along with the rumors of sad childhoods, 
broken hearts and heroin. And soon they 
become part of you, part of the very fab- 
гіс of you. 

I just wanted to introduce myself. As 
Jerry Butler might say, "She's not a vet- 
eran of the war, but someone who peels 
potatoes in the kitchen of the front line." 
I still don't know what to write about in 
this column. Maybe you could help me.4 
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Imitation is the sincerest form of . . . ? 
Imagine how "flattered" I felt thumbing 
through a backdated (2/95) Spy recently. 
Way back in Brutarian Volume 1, #4, in 
reference to Morning Zookeepers and 
their "It's better to be a dolt than adult 
audience," yours truly wrote "I call it 
‘stupid chic'." And in #13, published 
about a year ago, this columnist asked 
"At what point does a performer begin 
wearing wire-framed glasses during in- 
terviews in a fruitless endeavor to look 
*serious' ?" 

Well, well, turn to page six in 
February's Spy and one finds that issue's 
editorial with the headline "Stupid 
Chic." Flip to the corresponding feature - 
to the right of photos of Tim Robbins, 
Demi Moore and Sly Stallone wearing 
wire-framed glasses in a fruitless en- 
deavor to look *serious" and there's 
"Think of it as a desire to appear smart 
by people we know are really dumb as 
dishwater - notwithstanding their nonpre- 
scription eyeglasses." 

Oddly enough, the legend "inspired by 
Brutarian" appears nowhere on the Spy 
cover despite these coincidences. Should 
we evoke the P-word . . . plagiarism? I'm 
uncertain at this point. I suppose, if the 
entire staff brainstormed, they could oc- 
casionally come up with an observation 
of Manorian brilliance. 

Now when I want to point a finger at 
an outright word thief, I aim a digit di- 
rectly at Philadelphia Daily News sports 
writer Ray Didinger. In a mid-80s story 
on the wrestling boom, Ray ran a quote 
from grappler Greg Valentine . . . word- 
for-word identical to the one published in 
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By: Stately Wayne Manor 


my then-recent Wrestling World article. 
Sure, Ray could have used the same in- 
terview as I to lift the line - if Greg had 
actually uttered it. The thing is, exercis- 
ing wrestling journalism’s notorious lit- 
erary license, I FABRICATED THE EN- 
TIRE QUOTE!!! Valentine never said 
those words to anybody. 

In addition to this fine publication and 
WW, I pen columns for another zine and 
a British grappling gazette. As such, my 
celebrity-names-dropped-per-page ratio 
is fairly high. And when I can obtain an 
address, I send said selected celebs clips 
in which their monikers appear, along 
with a personally autographed cover let- 
ter. Boy, can I pick ‘em. 

An unsolicited free plug in a journal 
of extraordinary prestige plus a missive 
from Mr. Manor: you'd think Jennifer 
Connelly, Tonya Harding, Don 
Cornelius, Barbara Steele and Christy 
Canyon (to name but a few) would drop 
everything to dash off a gushing note of 
gratitude. You'd think wrong. Shocking 
as it may seem no one has done so! Here 
are a few other examples. *Liz Phair - 
Sent: a suggestion she include a photo of 
her naked butt in the Whip Smart pack- 
age (to complete the T&A combo) and a 
generous offer to teach Liz painful wres- 
tling holds she can clamp on Tabitha 
Sorehead the next time the eMpTy broad 
disses her. Response: blew Stately off; 
suddenly announced engagement. *Rose- 
anna Arquette - Sent: clip and flirtatious 
letter. Response: immediately got mar- 
ried and pregnant. (Talk about playing 
hard to get.) *Uma Thurman - Sent: an 
unprecedented two mailings, the second 
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stating I cleared my schedule in order to 
be free to escort Uma to the Academy 
Awards. Response: ignored both notes; 
went to the show with Timothy Hutton; 
lost Oscar; no coincidence. 

I am also co-authoring a book on 
kooky genre films. Again, when I can get 
an address, I query the stars, asking them 


nim | Аа 
Liz Phair: Let's see your butt! 


to relate amusing memories of the shoot. 
Most, apparently, use the SASE stamp tc 
pay their gas bill. 

It goes without saying Gary Collins. 
Robert Vaughn and Dynasty doll Pamelz 
Bellwood were thrilled beyond belief tc 
land roles in Sunn Classic's Hangar 15 
Surely, the late Joseph Cotten never ap- 
peared in anything better than Latitude 
Zero. But what did my inquiries yield 


Nada. The nerve of these people! 

Fortunately, some celebs do come through. For example, 
rather than gripe about the anatomical references in her Hubba 
Honey write-up, “Batgirl” Yvonne Craig responded with a 
pleasant letter and two signed 8 x 10s. Kudos, Caped Crusader. 
Yet Liz Phair can't pose for one stinkin' shot of her bare bottom 
(while it still merits a glance)? 

Speaking of musicians whose future albums I won't be buy- 
ing, it mystifies me how Seventies relic Neil Young gets play 
from the “modern rock" crowd while era peers are considered 
poison. Okay, Young gets a point for mentioning Johnny Rotten 
in a radio hit; but, he loses a dozen for playing with Crosby, 
Stills & Nash. Next thing you know, he'll be fronting Pearl Jam. 
He i5??? 

Things could be worse, I suppose. Pat Benatar might have 
slipped through the cracks. Ever peruse a list of her song titles? 
It reads like a goddamn bumper sticker catalog. I'm half-sur- 
prised Chipmunk Cheeks hasn't released “If You Can Read 
This, You’re Driving Too Close.” 

Pat could use a few lessons from Courtney Love. Yeah, I 
know in certain circles it’s unhip to consider the White Widow 
hot. Like I care. Ya see, I’ve finally figured out the Hole 
honey’s appeal key. The blonde hair, full lips, clothes constantly 
coming off: Courtney is an inflatable sex doll come to life. I 
mean that in the most complimentary sense. Honest. And you 
can bet she would pose for an undraped derriere Polaroid or three. 

EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: No joke; there’s a diamond- 
buying association called IJO. Somehow, I doubt their T-shirt 
sales will boom . . . Latest in pointless timewasters are the “for- 
matted to fit your TV screen" graphics before videos and tele- 
vised films. As if (a) we were expecting a letterboxed movie, 
and (b) the format wouldn't be obvious two seconds later . . . 
Let's please have moratoriums on small business owners' in- 
volvement in their own ads, and the use of the term "Queen Of 
The Bs" for an actress who starred in numerous low-budget 
flicks . . . If men go to penal colonies, shouldn't women go to 
vaginal colonies? . . . As a tie-in with my wrestling career, look 
for the Fall release of my new single, "I Kicked A Girl." Up for 
a photo session, Janeane Garofalo? . . . It seems Bell Div Devoe 
may have locked up the decade's Silliest Failed Trend-Starter 
award, singing on Soul Train with those plastic anti-shoplifting 
tabs attached to their hats and sweaters. Oh, these kooky kids today. 

HUBBA-HUBBA HONEYS: She's worked for cultpic leg- 
ends Larry Buchanan and Ted V. Mikels, directors of Zontar 
and Astro-Zombies, respectively. She's the only actress to costar 
with Marlon Brando, Elvis and Jerry Lewis. She's got the look d h 
one usually only finds in drawings. She's fabulously framed Т d 
Francine York, this issue's H-H Honey. And, guess what? She ji 9 50 t reáte 1 Е 8 
writes back. 

Still active and attractive, Ms. York has appeared in over 30 
films and 200 TV shows; yet there isn't a single cheesecake : 
poster of her from Curse Of The Swamp Creature or Doll Squad America that eve 
on the market. I demand a full investigation at once! 


to the moral fabric of 
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Pit Stop 
(d) Jack Hill (1967) 
It’s a tough world, racing. A lonely brutal world. Just a man and 
his car. A greasy demimonde where good guys are broken like 
twigs, women cast off like used cock holsters, lunatics duped 
into unwitting self-sacrifice and the fat cats hold all the clams... 
Oh yeah, and it’s a mileu for queens. Mean-spirited curled- 
lipped churlish and alcohol-swollen queens like Nick Davalos 
(you'll remember him as Aaron, opposite Dean's Cal) mincing 
and preening his way through this turgid melodrama. A point- 
less tale, plausible only if you can buy his interest in chicks (one 
of which is Ellen Burstyn) with dicks. Scenes featuring this 
jowly dipsomaniacal protagonist between the sheets with a 
woman are almost as preposterous as those depicting him weld- 
e ing (the torch extinguished, the rod held in a gloveless hand), 


foraging through auto graveyards, tuning his engine, fixing his 
brakes, inexplicably cutting the rods, fenders and other miscella- 
neous hunks of automotive jetsam, operating a crane and, most 
of all, racing. 

In fact, only the denouement has a ring of truth and clarity - 
Davolos and a lumpen 50ish boss cat (Brian Donlevy) heading 
off together into the bright California sun plotting their strategy 
for the next big blow out. But not before a "pit stop" at the 
nearest motel for a lube and some supercharged fuel injected "no 
holes barred," modified flat tracking. At an empty track, waiting 
for the next figure eight throw down, pock marked oleaginous 
semi-qualifier Sid Haig waits forlorn. He did all a man could do 
to show his love, smashing Davalos' souped up Chevy to pulp 
with a baseball bat and then turning the Louisville Slugger on 
Nick, but it didn't take. Dick wants to be tamed. And only an 
old man with money can do that. 
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Cutthroats Nine 


(d) Joaquin Romero Marchent (1971) 


Gold. It makes men do strange things. Like expose their daugh- 
ters to daunting cold. And a death march through snowy Colo- 
rado mountains. With seven monsters in chains. Their one good 
quality: some of them are probably insane. The chains are made 
of the yellow stuff. The prisoners don't know that. The daughter 
doesn't know it either. Only the Sergeant knows. He's on a mis- 
sion. Deliver the prisoners and the loot. Maybe one of the men 
on the chain gang has killed the Sergeants's wife. Eviscerated 
her. Enacting revenge is primary. The daughter, beloved, is un- 
necessary. 

Somewhere along the way it all goes wrong. The daughter 
falls in love with one of the convicts. The criminals discover the 
nature of the ties that bind them. The snow picks up. Everyone 
goes a little mad. Convicts turn on each other. The sergeant 
turns on the convicts. Supplies run out. The daughter becomes a 
burden. Her weakness costs the Sergeant his life. 

Rape, murder, love. It all loses its meaning in the fight to sur- 
vive. [n the struggle for a little piece of ground. For a safe haven. 
Heaven: warmth, a little light, some whisky and deer meat. 
Seven convicts, their jailer and a woman. Cutthroats nine. Sur- 
realism in the guise of a Spanish western. 

We soldier on. Survival gives way to a search for values. Sur- 
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vival as value. Not understood. Replaced 
with the empty concepts of love, honor 
and duty. No one gets out alive. Its a 
crap shoot and nothing you do means 
anything in the end. The proper re- 
sponse? Take everything that’s left and 
blow it to hell. Let the dead bury the 
dead. Requiescat in pace. 


—h&————— 


The Last Seduction 


(d) John Dahl (1994) 


John Dahl's wildly overrated but never- 
theless entertaining hard boiled film asks 
the hoary noir question: how far will a 
man go for a dame. And the answer as we 
all know: if she looks like a million but 
makes love like a cheap call girl he'll go 
to hell and back. 

Now Linda Fiorentino may not be 
Lauren Bacall or even Veronica Lake but 
she's got legs that stretch from here to 
Montana, dangerous curves, a face that's 
kind of beautiful 
in a cheap way 
and attitude to 
burn. She'd 
have a lot of 
trouble playing 
Bogie for a sap 
but an 


Must proie 


insur- 
ance adjuster 
(Bill Pullman) 


in a small berg 
just outside of 
Buffalo? This is 
not much of a 
problem. Still, 
Linda is asking 
the adjuster to 
kill a man. To 
prove his love. The adjuster doesn't 
know it's Linda's husband. She's trying to 
bump the hubby off because he wants the 
$700,000 she stole from him. The ad- 
juster doesn't know that either. All he 
knows is that Linda is a winner, makes 
him feel like a man and wants him at all 
hours of the day. Right! Even Liberace 
would feel like he was being set up. But 
there's something Linda knows about her 
new lover's past that makes her confident 
she can continue to pull the wool over 
his eyes. You'll never guess what it is in a 
million years. Suffice to say that 
Fiorentino has all the reason in the world 
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"PolyGram Video 


to feel confident. You would to if you 
had just discovered that your lover’s pic- 
ture appears next to the word “sap” in 
Websters. 

So the plan: erase the spouse and pin 
the murder on the adjuster. The reward: 
$700,000 plus three mil payoff on the 
ex’s insurance policy. Getting there is 
complicated but that’s essentially what 
The Last Seduction boils down to. And 
"getting there" is what makes Dahl's film 
so compellingly watchable. That and the 
wonderfully bitchy and erotic perfor- 
mance (she won the New York Critic's 
Film Circle award for best actress) of 
Fiorentino. What keeps this from being a 
bona fide classic are the supporting per- 
formances, which are quite weak, and 
Dahl’s relatively ineffective mise еп 
scene. For a director supposedly working 
firmly in the noir tradition Dahl refuses 
to make use of chiarascuro; everything is 
quite brightly lit. No eerily lambent bed- 
rooms, tenebrous bars or glistening rain- 
drenched streets for the actors to desport 
themselves in. Antiseptic is the operative 
word here. More curious: low or unusual 
camera angles are almost never em- 
ployed; Dahl shoots in a fairly unobtru- 
sive manner usually іп medium shot. 
This straightforward approach deflates 
much of the tension in many of the 
picture's more dramatic moments and 
dampens intrigue in its expository se- 
quences. Dahl also has dreadful musical 
taste. This is his third film (Kill Me Again 
and the cult hit Red Rock West were the 
others) and like the first two, the 
soundtrack is banal and highly inappro- 
priate. Imagine if Chuck Mangione had 
been hired to score Vertigo and you'll 
have some idea of what's going on here. 


——h&————— 


The Sinful Dwarf 


(d) Vidal Raski (1972) 


We are all, when you stop and think 
about it, sinful dwarves, aren’t we? Deep 
down inside, in the foul rag and 
boneshop of the heart there’s the leering 
voyeur, the stunted soul anxious to 
eavesdrop, to hide away in the bedroom 
closet. Take a look in the mirror, under- 
neath that handsome shape is a prancing 
gap-toothed hideously misshapen thing. 
And it’s you hypocrite lecteur - mon 
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semblable - mon frere! 

And it’s the reason we are drawn to 
entertainments like this. A young bride . . 
. left alone to the lewd passions of an evil 
dwarf . . . Who among us dear reader 
wouldn't want to be left alone with a 
beautiful nubile blonde? Or a house filled 
with wanton, drug-crazed harlots? But 
you know it will never happen. The wild 
sex thing with lovely women is a fantasy. 
Why? Because to the truly beautiful or, 
let's face it, even the reasonably attrac- 
tive, you are little more than a drooling 
bandy-legged idiot. Yes . . . a sinful dwarf. 

But imagine for a moment that you 
are handsome. And that you are married 
to a gorgeous pneumatic jane. Would you 
take up residence in a decrepit boarding 
house run by a badly scarred, gin guzzling 
landlady laboring under the delusion she 
is Marlene Dietrich? And who goes by 
the name Lila Lash? Alright, maybe you 
would especially if you were down on 
your luck like newlyweds Mary and Peter 
and the place was kind of quiet. Peter's 
an aspiring writer and he needs quiet. 
Mary? Mary desires silence so as to better 
hear her screams of passion when she's 
making the beast with two backs with Peter. 

The house is rather noisy though. You 
see there's this retarded crippled dwarf 
stomping around all the time. At all 
hours of the night. He's the son of Ms. 
Lash. His name is Olaf. He's kind of a 
handyman. Handy with a needle and a 
whip that is. Which he uses on his 


mom’s stable of drug addled whores who are imprisoned in the 
attic. You can hear their screams and moans throughout the 
place. It's also kind of hard to miss the sound of the johns as 
they tromp up and down the stairs to the attic where our white 
slaves are held. This makes Mary curious. Guess who the next 
resident of the garret is going to be? 

This is sleaze at its finest. There's lots of nekkid girls, scenes 
of torture and humiliation, minuscule plotting, ample dollops of 
forced and unforced sex and two wonderfully horrid villains in 
the persons of Lash and Olaf. All filmed with gleeful abandon: 
it's obvious the filmmakers are as sick as their subject matter. 

As I must be. To enjoy such a spiritually and morally bank- 
rupt work. To find satisfaction in a film which asks the viewer 
to revel in rape and violence. To become aroused during scenes 
involving the humiliation and torture of women.. Ahhh, I am 
perverse. But unlike you, my brothers and sisters, І have known 
this for some time. Known it because (at last it can be revealed) I 


too, am . . . a sinful dwarf! 


سح ہت ج 


Get Mean 


(d) Ferdinando Baldi (1975) 


This is one hell of a linguini western oddity. Tom Weisser, in 
his Spaghetti Westerns - the Good, the Bad and the Violent de- 
scribes this flick as one of the most unusual Eurowesterns ever 
made. The man sure does have a way with understatement. Get 
Mean rates as the most bizarre pasta-produced oater ever and 
probably deserves an award as one of the weirdest movies of all 
time. 

Starring (and written and produced by) Tony Anthony 
(Roger Tony Pettito), perhaps best known to American audiences 
for Blindman (1971) and the early ’80s 3-D throw-back, Comin’ at 
Ya, this slice of celluloid insanity defies description. The temp- 
tation to summarize and list the truly twisted highlights is great, 
but would diminish the film’s impact. 

Reprising his “stranger” role which Anthony had ripped off 
from the Eastwood-Leone movies even down to the poncho, 
and played in three flicks, Stranger In Town, The Stranger Re- 
turns, and the fettucine-and-sushi epic Stranger In Japan, our 
mysterious hero is dragged behind a horse into a ghost town. 
There he encounters a silver ball-gazing old gypsy who offers 
him $10,000 in gold to escort a disposed Spanish princess back 
to her homeland so she can reclaim her throne. Before the 
stranger agrees, three faggy Spaniards in cute sailor boy cos- 
tumes break up the meeting. Along with а... Viking? 

Yep, hoss, that's right. The princess's homeland has been in- 
vaded by "barbarians." After judicious use of a red hot poker to 
the balls, neck, ass, and head, Anthony defeats his opponents 
and agrees to take the bitchy princess home. On arriving in 
Spain, the movie gets weirder by the minute. Within seconds of 
riding down a windswept beach, the stranger and the royal cow 
narrowly avoid being caught in the middle of a pitched battle 
between the barbarian hoards (who move in Roman legion for- 
mation - these are obviously semi-civilized savages) and an army 
of Moors straight out of the crusades. Clearly, our heroes slipped 


through a time warp while crossing the Atlantic. 

Strange enough for ya? Wait, there's more. The barbarian 
leader isn't actually a Viking - he looks like Yul Brynner's stand- 
in from Taras Bulba, sporting a Mongol mustache and the ver- 
bal range of a yak herder, called Diego, no less. Add a greedy, 
hunchbacked Spanish traitor with his eyes on the throne and a 
passion for Shakespeare (Richard II is his idol), a whining fag 
sidekick, and lesbian barbarian women, and what more could 
you ask for? Well, add a torture scene involving mashed pota- 
toes force fed to the faggot and you've got a near classic. Yippie- 
ki-ay, pardners, even the yellow Dutch subtitles add something to 
this little howler. Still, it doesn't make Onan's All Time Top list 
because there isn't any sex, and the violence lacks the ole red 
stuff. (Luminous Film & Video Wurks, Box 1047, Medford, NY 
11763) Onan 


LESLIE STEIGELMAN 
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With no one taking Oz up on his offer of five thousand dollars 
for information leading to the discovery of the next Mrs. Fide, 
Mr. Fide found himself in something of a bind. He would have 
to fend for himself. Which he is not very good at. Which he did 
anyway. That is if you consider calling the numbers in those 
personal ads in the back of the local newspapers as "fending." 
Oz does. Although one can convince oneself do almost anything 
at four in the morning after a half or dozen or so bourbon and 
sodas. 

But what Oz discovered after making hundreds of phone 
calls and actually getting some dates, was that this cheap, dull 
and unimaginative method of letting the world know how lonely 
and hopeless you are is employed primarily by, yes, you 
guessed it, cheap, dull and unimaginative people. 

And believe me, it wouldn't have mattered so much if the 
women Oz met weren't the second coming of Marilyn Monroe. 
No, really. Most of them did however, look like chia pets with 
glasses but even the few passable broads Ozzie hooked up with 
were, once the small talk was over, unbearable. Unbearable be- 
cause they insisted, nay, demanded Oz immerse himself in hor- 
rifying tedium, monstrous vapidity, degraded vacuousness; that 
is, share. What this sharing involved, Oz never was able to piece 
out, but it didn't involve a lot of thinking or feeling. Babbling 
and inattentiveness did appear to have something to do with this 
sharing thing. Ozzie though is bad at both. Maybe this means he 
is selfish. Maybe not. 

Oz did end up doing a lot of walking. Walking and eating. 
Go out to eat or go for a walk. And on the walks you talk about 
eating. And while you're eating you talk about walking. Or 
sometimes, for a delightful change of pace, you'd discuss walk- 
ing while walking, and eating while eating. It didn't really mat- 
ter because it always sounded like this: 


-This is a nice walk. 

-Yes. 

-It's a longer walk than last night's. 
-Yes. 


-Oh look! There's a bird. 

-Where? 

-Oh darn! It flew off. Maybe we'll see another. 

-Yes. 

-Still it is a nice walk. 

-Yes. 

-I can hardly wait to do this again tomorrow. 

-Yes. 

-Walks are so much fun. 

-Yes. 

-You can learn so much about a person. 

-Yes. 

-By talking while you walk I mean. That's why it's always 
better to have someone with you while you walk. So you 
can learn about them. 

-Yes. 

-Not just how they walk. But about them I mean... 


Or this: 


-This is a nice sauce. 

-Yes. 

-It's a different sauce than the one we had last night. 

-Yes. 

-It is different. 

-Well we're іп a different restaur . . . 

-The sauce is different silly because this is a Chinese restau- 
rant and last night we ate in a Vietnamese restaurant. 
-Okay. 

-Still, it is a good sauce. 

-Yes. 

-Tomorrow we'll do Thai. Their sauces are quite different 
from Chinese. 

-Yes. 

-And of course the sauces are quite different from Viet sauces. 
-Yes. 

-I'm glad we're eating light tonight because we still have to 
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Michael Brown 


walk. 

-Yes. 

-It will be a good walk and a different 
walk tonight. I have a feeling it will 
be one of the best walks we've ever had. 
Oh, I love walks, don't you? 

I... 

-I like walks more than eating. Well, 
almost. Now, I’m confused. I don’t 
know. What do you like? Better I mean. 
Walking or eating? 

J... 

-Maybe it depends on when you walk 
or eat. Or whether you've walked 
before you eat. Or whether it's after. Or 
maybe it just... 


What happened to the fine art of con- 
versation? Why don’t people have hob- 
bies anymore? Is it unreasonable to ex- 
pect a person to have a passing acquain- 
tance with the works of Welles, 
Shakespeare, Mozart and perhaps the 
Ramones as well? 

This is what Oz wants to “share”. This 
is what he wants i.e. a mate who actually 
thinks critically. A woman who has the 
desire, the need to talk about the reasons 
she makes the aesthetic choices she does 
and what these discriminations tell her 
about art, her soul, God, the people 
around them, and the madness and terror 
that is our daily lot. Is this asking so 
fucking much? Is Oz mad? 


Before thinking about that too much, 
read on, what follows is important . . . 


A straightforward, if somewhat nauseat- 
ing, documentary about men and their de- 
sire for young boys. Very young boys. 
Concupiscence tumescing over unin- 
formed minds and ungainly bodies. Chil- 
dren incapable of making a reasoned de- 
cision. Or of fighting back. The twisted 
things who make up NAMBLA (North 
American Man Boy Love Association) 
tell us it’s not about sex but about the 


rights of young adults. Many in the lib- 
eral press have come to their defense. I 
suspect these journalists have not seen 
the film. I have. Watching these old 
queens’ eyes glaze over and their mouths 
drool as they fondly recalled clandestine 
camping trips and furtive blowjobs in 
schoolyards left little doubt in my mind 
that the only “rights” with which they 
were concerned were their “rights” to 
suck and fuck with impunity . . . The hor- 
ror. The horror. 


A renegade Russian general seizes a 
nuclear installation and sends off a 
couple of armed subs to stir up the wa- 
ters. To the rescue comes the underwater 
vessel Alabama captained by loosely 
ballasted Gene Hackman. Shortly after 
taking the dive, Gene and his fearless 
crew get the go-ahead to nuke the ren- 
egade Ruski base. As battle stations are 
being manned an inchoate message, 
which may or тау not be the 
counterorder rescinding the launch, is 
transmitted. Hebephrenic Hackman says 
the hell with it and decides to start World 
War III. Second in command Denzel 
Washington would prefer to wait until 
communications are reestablished know- 
ing, as we all know (don’t we?), there are 
no winners in full scale atomic contre- 
temps. Hackman is relieved of his com- 
mand when he attempts to ignore regula- 
tions and press on without Washington’s 
approval. Skullduggery follows. Then 
mutiny. For all the military hardware and 
stirring martial music there is decidedly 
little action. What we are given instead is 
a lot of civilized rodomontade between 
middle brow Hackman, he of Beethoven 
lite, ocean sunsets and expensive Cuban 
cigars, and faux intellectual Washington, 
an intimate with the works of Von 
Clauswitz and the apercus of Star Trek’s 
Dr. Spock. It’s rather enjoyable if hope- 
lessly shallow but shallow and enjoyable 
are screenwriters Robert Towne and 
Quentin Tarantino’s stock in trade. 
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The 1954 original had style. It had pa- 
nache. It had Richard Widmark’s unfor- 
gettable screen debut as giggly, bug-eyed 
psychopath Tommy Udo. This remake 
gives us a pumped-up, asthmatic Nicho- 
las Cage and some Jiminy Cricket pest 
bastard named David Caruso in the Vic- 


tor Mature role. Plus a miserable script 
by the wildly overrated Richard Price 
who, for some unearthly reason, decides 
to take us out of the demimonde of the 
petty criminal and drop us down into the 
chintzy world of high stakes auto thiev- 
ery and mob run strip joints. Caurso is an 
ex-con forced by the DA to infiltrate and 
then rat out the absurdly buffed Cage. 
Complications ensue. Contrivance is the 
better word. Samuel L. Jackson, wasted 
in the role of Caruso’s police watchdog, 
sits in corners and cries. Real tears. Bitter 
tears. 


Words cannot begin to describe jes how 
tomfoolish this black horror anthology 
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be. So let me just 
give you a recap 
of the first two 
tales and let you 
be the judge. In 
the first story, a 
couple of cops 
kill a Martin 
Luther King type 
during a routine 
traffic bust. The Em 5 

dead guy comes back from the grave and 
kills all the policemen. Yeah, that's it. 
Nothing more to it than that. In the sec- 
ond yarn, an abused child learns that if he 
draws a picture of his abuser and 
crumples it up, his molestor will crumple 
as well. The boy draws the picture. End 
of story. Get the picture? The brothers 
who made this should get the chair. I'd 
rather watch Leprechaun 2 three hundred 
times than have to see any part of this 
abomination again. 


Н Ё 
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Ozzy had hoped that this was to be the 
story of a determined mixologist's at- 
tempts to fashion the perfect cocktail; 
what he discovered, much to his surprise, 
was a fairly entertaining whigmaleerie. 
Liam Neeson stars as the titular hero, an 
18th Century Scottish lord with Jessica 
Lange along for the ride as his bonnie 
warming pan. The two are very much in 
love and spend most of their time in the 
corries blethering and sculduddering. 
This should be more than enough for 
most Highlanders but Liam wants to ex- 
pand the fief and pull his people out of 
the bogs. So he travels to England and 
petitions a loan from a carnaptious demi- 
lord (John Hurt). Hurt grants the request 
and Neeson gaikitly leaves a gomerel 
gillie (Eric Stoltz) to pick up the glister. 
What neither Hurt nor Neeson know is 
that Hurt's psychotic aide-de-camp (Tim 
Roth) plans to lowp Stoltz and abscond 
with the gilt. Which he does, first de- 
manding Stoltz's sporra and then giving 
him such a mighty dunt with his blade, 
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Stoltz has little choice but to take his 
place among the choir invisible. The 
easy-osy Neeson believing Stoltz has run 
off with his purse, returns to Hurt and 
asks for more time to make good on his 
debt. Hurt, quite fashed, starts a 
collieshange and orders Neeson’s arrest. 
In the carfuffle that follows, the stalwart 
Scotian manages to make his escape. 
Hurt maddened over the argy-bargy, 
raises an army, places the heidbanger 
Roth at it’s head and sends. all concerned 
after Neeson. Roth interprets this as li- 
cense to rape, pillage and shoogle. At this 
point, Ozzy expected all hell to break 
loose but aside from Roth’s initial depre- 
dations, director McTiernan disappoint- 
ingly chose to regale Oz with a torrent of 
clishmaclaver. And yet. And yet. There 
was so much that was braw: the marvel- 
ously scunnerish performances of Hurt 
and Roth: the beguiling Caledonian coun- 
tryside; the beauty that is Neeson and 
Lange; and the nicely staged bit of 
swordplay between Roth and Neeson to 
wrap things up. So, on the whole, Г4 
have to say fans of costume drama and 
light entertainment will most likely find 
the hale jingbang to be something of a ferlie. 


In 1964, the collective unconscious of the 
free world floated in a sea of red. This 
cathexis lent the original Village a creepy 
subtext transmogrifying a rather unassuming 
divertissement into a horrifying and surreal 
fascist allegory. Quite puzzling then, with 
the USSR and its hegemonic control of 
eastern Europe fast becoming a distant 
memory, the lords of Hollywood would 
feel the need to fashion a remake. And 
hire John Carpenter to direct it. Carpenter 
is essentially a storyteller; his films are 
fast paced, visceral and shallow. Terribly 
shallow. Take away the monsters and the 
blood and the explosions and you’ ve got 
nothing. Shorn of it’s political and his- 
torical context, this thematically mori- 
bund tale - an invisible alien something 
or other impregnates all of a small town’s 
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fertile women resulting in the births of 
blonde-haired, blue-eyed, unemotional 
superhuman children - is a nothing. What 
it desperately needed was an auteur of 
substance to invest the proceedings with 
a bit of panache and savoir faire. An im- 
possible task for the empty-headed Car- 
penter. Kirsty Alley is brought aboard for 
a bit of window dressing but spends most 
of her time smoking instead of acting. 
Christopher Reeves, the flicks nominal 
star, has never been stiffer. Until recently. 


I voice this complaint so often I know 
Im beginning to sound like a broken 
record but here goes anyhow: if you’re 
going to spend two hundred gazillion dol- 
lars on a flick why not throw in a couple 
of extra bucks and get yourself a decent 
script in the process? Makes sense 
doesn’t it? Not apparently to the powers 
that be in Hollywood. So here we’re 
given a scenario which has Bruce Willis 
as a disgraced cop running around New 
York with small time Harlem electronic 
repairman Samuel L. Jackson trying to 
save the city and retrieve 140 billion in 
gold swiped from a federal reserve bank 
while subway trains, innocent citizens 
and the lower floors of skyscrapers are 
blown up. And when nothing is blowing 
up impossible car chases are taking place 
during rush hour in midtown Manhattan. 
But you won’t care because you’ve seen 
it all before. Save for Jeremy Irons who 
plays the part of the bad guy with bored 
insouciance. As if he wished he was any- 
where but here. 


R. NELSON 


In a futile effort to shed a few 
pounds, Oz gave up drinking the 
week this, the third installment in 
the series, opened. Which means 
nothing to you I know but it 
might have something to do with 
why Mr. Fide was so goddamn 
bored with these proceedings. 
You see, when going to critique a 
film based on a comic book, Oz 
who took his leave of adoles- 
cence many moons ago, felt it al- 
most a civic duty to get hope- 
lessl]y inebriated. To destroy 
thousands of brain cells and so 
descend to a base mental state 
roughly equivalent to that of the morons, prepubescents, adoles- 
cents and endomorphs who are helplessly drawn to twaddle like 
this. In a drunken stupor it was easy to forgive the absence of 
narrative, to excuse dialogue bordering on drivel, to pardon in- 
sensible plotting, to condone acting that would have embar- 
rassed a grade schooler. Oz however, sat through this stone cold 
sober and here's what he saw. Tommy Lee Jones is a villain 
called Two-Face. Jim Carrey is a villain working under the nom 
de guerre of The Riddler. They want to kill Batman (Val 
Kilmer). Nicole Kidman wants to fuck Batman. And Chris O'Donnell 
wants to be Batman. Oz wanted to be anywhere but in the the- 
ater because the flick was drivin him bats, man. 


Well after assaying Hamlet an actor really has little choice if he 
wants to stretch his wings but to play Jesus. Which Mel does 
quite effectively in the guise of William Wallace the late 13th 
Century Scottish commoner who came very close to toppling 
King Edward I (Patrick McGoohan in a fine turn) from the Brit- 
ish throne. Of course much of this is rather fanciful but Mel and 
his scriptwriters are far more interested in making this an alle- 
gory about the impossibility of idealism gaining any kind of as- 
cendancy in a morally bankrupt world. Toward that end, they 
have fashioned an old school Hollywood epic romance filled 
with high tone romance, beautifully choreographed and sangui- 
nary battles, loathsome villains, agonizing plot twists, incendi- 
ary oration, atavistic male bonding and mythical deeds of dar- 
ing-do. For those who bemoan the fact that the studios don't 
“make ‘em like they use to" here's one as good as any released 
by MGM. Just be sure to bring a box of hankies because the 
tragic denouement will have you crying your eyes out. 
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Let's see, we hire an artist with little or no compositional ability, 
ask him to direct a screenplay by a writer (William 19200) of 


doubtful literary 
skills, апа then 
bring in actors 


(Keanu Reeves, Ice- 
T, Dolph Lundgren) 
who couldn't carry 
a line in a bucket. 
And the result? A 
turgid, unwatchable 
story of a 215(-сеп- 
tury courier (Reeves) 
whose long-term memories have been iéplačed with computer 
data. The data’s pretty important and Reeves has to find a way 
to spit it out before it fries his brain or corporate evildoers cut 
his head off. And speaking of “head,” Гуе come to the conclu- 
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sion that giving it is the only way Keanu 
can continue gainful employment in Holly- 
wood. But that's probably how he got started 
in the first place. 


I've noticed a disturbing trend in mind- 
less action adventure movies recently, es- 
pecially those, like this one, drawn from 


т и 


comic books: no nudity. What, is every- 
one toiling in the field gay? Your source 
is trash make it trashy. This does not just 
mean mindless violence and gratuitous 
explosions. Or futuristic noir (so that's 
what happened to the Blade Runner sets). 
Or fine actors (Max Von Sydow, Jurgen 
Prochnow, Armand Assante) chewing the 
scenery. It means female pulchritude for 
one. Neither I, nor the audience, could 
give a hoot about Sly Stallone or Rob 
Schneider. We want hot looking, curva- 
ceous damsels in distress. Gals who get 
naked. And like it. That way we can be- 
lieve the good guys fighting for some- 
thing. You got an R rating anyway throw 
in some flesh. We'll even settle for see- 
ing the grotesquely pumped up Stallone 
in the altogether if that means we also get 
a Sharon Stone in the bargain. But you 
see, that's the difference in today's multi- 
million dollar bits of "exploitation" and 
yesteryears': the sleaze factor. The stu- 
dios are so impressed with the notion of 
political correctness they've virtually 
eviscerated genre films. All neuroses, 
sexual hang-ups and psychotic philoso- 
phy has been banished - i. e. no more 
auteurs - in an attempt to appeal to as 
large an audience as possible. In the pro- 
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cess, the true fan of junk gets short- 
changed and the average moviegoer 
learns to save his money. You want to 
pay eight bucks to see a moron dressed 
like a fey Tin Man enuciating like Jimmy 
Durante, go ahead. But you've been 
warned: dis ding is dreddful. 


This is little more than а thirties serial 
masquerading as the latest big budget 
spectacular but as far as serials go it ain't 
half bad. And it's certainly not the 
megabomb everyone's made it out to be. 
Our rather silly story finds a pert young 
(Laura Linney) communications special- 
ist forcing her way onto an expedition to 
the Congo (led by Dylan Walsh) the pur- 
pose of which is to - get this - unite a 
talking gorilla with its estranged pack 
thereby creating a species of garrulous 
apes. (What a bunch of goofballs. Didn't 
any of these geeks ever see King Kong? 


e КЕ. 


Or Mighty Joe Young?) Also along for 
the ride is an oleaginous Romanian finan- 
cier (Tim Curry) who, unbeknownst to 
all, is searching for the diamond mines in 
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the lost city of King Solomon. Once the 
party lands in Zaire they pick up Ernie 
Hudson as their guide and it's off they go 
into the perilous jungle. Walsh and 
Linney are almost nonexistent as the 
leads but Tim Curry with his Bela Lugosi 
impression and Ernie Hudson with his 
high toned Clark Gable imitation more 
than make up for them. Plus you get noc- 
turnal killer hippos, wizened super-intel- 
ligent homicidal apes, earthquakes, vol- 
canoes and some of the most inane dia- 
logue - “ГІ be human later," “А crimi- 
nal? Aren't we all criminals?" - you're 
likely to hear outside of an Ernest movie. 
Who wrote this garbage, Michael 
Crichton? Oh that's right, he did. Ooops! 


A drive-in movie par excellence. That's 
French for having all the ingredients: 
beasts, blood, brainlessness and breasts. 


The latter attached to hot ingenue 
Natasha Henstridge, a tall, willowy 
blonde with a figure to die for. You get to 
see a lot of it too. That's because she's 
this half alien, half human creature with 
an intense desire to mate before the 
ninety minute running time tolls. 
Natasha, though, is kind of picky; if the 
guy she's hitting on doesn't measure up, 
she turns into a humongous, rubbery 
Nefertitti-like-thing (courtesy Н.К. 
Giger) and tears him apart. Ben Kingsley, 
the idiot scientist responsible for creating 
the horny monstrosity, enlists Michael 
Madsen, Forest Whitaker and a few oth- 
ers to track his creation down in the pick 
up bars of Los Angeles and before the 
slam bang finale, we’re treated to all 
manner of vivisecting, alarmingly inane 
dialogue, and spectacular shape-shifting. 
The screenwriters fail to exploit the sa- 
tiric possibilities of their central conceit 
however which Ozzy found somewhat 
disappointing given the obvious comic 
possibilities inherent in having a randy 
extra-terrestrial with the face and body of 
a Rossetti stalking LA singles’ bars. But 
this is really a cavil; I said this was a 


movie made for watching in а car didn't 
I? And that means, if it's really good, it 
possesses not a scintilla of intelligence. 
Species, lacking both wit and humor, 
leavened with an earnestness more befit- 
ting Senecan tragedy, is the work of true 
blockheads. 


cause of its murky cinematography, this 
silly bit of business places Seagal aboard 
a hijacked train battling a group of high 
tech terrorists led by Eric (Talk Radio) 
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Bogosian. Bogosian’s got this untrace- 
able computer set-up which he’s using to 
tap into this ultra secret government sat- 
ellite super weapon. His goal is to blow 
up the Pentagon and most of the East 
coast in one fell swoop and earn himself 
one billion dollars. Seagal has somehow 
got to work himself from the back of the 
train and through Everett McGill and his 
mercenaries before he can save the day. 
For some reason, brain dead director 
Geoff Murphy decides to film everything 
in extreme close-up so you’re unable to 
see, much less enjoy, the spine snapping, 
finger breaking, bone-crushing antics of 
Mr. Seagal. Or the gunplay, bomb throw- 
ing, and cutlery work. Alright, we’re on a 
train, we’re all a little closer together, 
things are a bit tight. We understand. 
That does not mean we want verisimili- 
tude. This is a big budget Hollywood ex- 
ploitation flick not an art school project 
about claustrophobia. McGill and 
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Bogosian understand, that's why they 
ham it up so beautifully. They know 
Antonioni's first name ain't Geoff. Too 
bad, producer Seagal got confused about 
it; although that might explain his unbe- 
lievably wooden performance. Director 
Murphy must have told him they were re- 
making L'Avventura.* 


G. M. KING 


By: Catherine Tavel 


Interviewing erotic actress-turned-director Candida Royalle never seems like work. 
Unless you think gossiping about guys, solving the problems of the universe and talk- 
ing dirty qualifies as labor. But Candida is something special in the seamy, and gen- 
erally nondescript adult film world, her sensual and, yes, aesthetic approach to sex 
has knocked the raincoat crowd on its butt and aroused the interest of the media. 
Mainstream TV shows like Hard Copy and HBO’s Real Sex have profiled her. Ditto 
for tight-assed mags like Time. And hip publications like Spin and Details have also 
come calling. Candida is hot and because she is we'd thought we'd talk to her. 

Since Royalle formed her own production/distribution company, Femme, in 
1984, she's been a maverick in the world of video masturbation. Producing seven 
titles in that many years - Femme, Urban Heat, Christine's Secret, A Taste of 
Ambrosia, Rites of Passion, Sensual Escape and Three Daughters - Royalle 
carved a niche in creating sensual entertainment geared especially for women 
and couples. She dispensed with the hackneyed cum-shot and put more emphasis 
on romance and passion, using real-life lovers whenever possible. Words like 
lush and luxurious immediately come to mind when viewing her work. In fact, 
this veteran performer of nearly 50 adult films like Taxi Girls and Delicious 
visibly bristles when her work is called “pornography.” She prefers the term erotic art. 


Candida: 1 have to apologize if I’m ditzy 
this morning. I’ve been going at an unbe- 
lievable pace. It’s been a little too much. 
I did a photo shoot for Details until three 
in the morning. Actually, it was pretty 
wonderful, with costumes, $500 corsets 
from a fancy French designer, even a hair 
and makeup person. 


Brut: Details is a straight magazine, isn’t 
it? 


Candida: Right. The writer wanted to 
see what I was really like; so he came to 
my apartment at ten in the morning one 
day. Part of me wanted to answer the 
door in trashy Frederick’s of Hollywood 
lingerie. All slutty, you know? But I 
thought better of it. 
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Brut: What is Candida Royalle all 


about? 


Candida: Well, that profile will be very 
comprehensive. I found myself being 
painfully honest. Suddenly, you realize 
that you’ve exposed yourself. It’s shock- 
ing to see what comes out - very unset- 
tling. I told them about first loves, bad 
sexual experiences, everything. Research- 
ers were calling me to verify the names of 
old boyfriends and the public school I 


went to in Riverdale. 
Brut: What kind of stuff? 
Candida: The kind of stuff the public 


loves to hear. But after you've said it, 
something inside of you goes, "Whoops!" 
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No offense, but most journalists go for 
the jugular. 


Brut: That's only because our editors 
make us. Do you have any plans to do 
your life story soon? 


Candida: People tell me that I should 
write my biography now, but I don't 
agree because I’m still living it. 


Brut: You are something of a pioneer 
woman in the industry. Do you think 
that there's a place for women directors 
in porn or did you have to kick and claw 
and scratch your way into your spot be- 
hind the camera? 


Candida: 1 feel very fortunate. The 


erotic industry is one of the few places 
where women can get a start and be 
treated as equally as men. I feel as though 
I've been blessed. 


Brut: What's been the general feedback 
from men? 


Candida: Usually it's positive. The male 
audience loves me. They think I'm doing 
them a big favor by turning their women on. 


Brut: Some of your critics have called 
your work “white bread" or “oatmeal.” 


Candida: Those people tend to think 
very rigidly. They see porn as being just 
опе way. І feel we need to veer off the 
path and show different aspects of our 
sexualities. I just wish people would be 
more open sexually - with themselves 
and with each other. I want to encourage 
people to experiment. That’s what I’ve 
tried to do in my private life and in my 
work. 


Brut: Your new movie, Revelations, your 
first 35mm feature, seems completely dif- 
ferent than what we have come to expect 
from you. 


Candida: It reflects the personal growth 
I’ve experienced and the changes I’ve 
gone through during the past few years. 
Revelations shows the power and freedom 
of sexuality on a political and psychologi- 
cal level. Women have been deprived of 
their libidos for too long. In this film I 
address being able to explore our 
sexualities without being judged by soci- 
ety or by men. We need to get back the 
power and joy men took from us when 
they turned us into prudish Virgin Marys. 
Society is constantly turning off women's 
sexualities by telling us to be "good girls," 
and men are constantly wondering how 
we got that way. 


Brut: A lot of women won't suck cock. 
Maybe that's something only "bad girls" 
do. Maybe that's why porn movies are 
filled with blowjobs. 


Candida: l'm amazed. Couples tell me 
the positive effect my work has had on 
their relationships. I’m not in the thick 
of it like you are. But no oral sex? That's 


terrible. Women don’t realize the power 
and incredible turn-on of taking a man into 
their mouths, looking up into their eyes. 


Brut: Most women don't look up into their 
eyes. That's what guys tell me, anyway. 


Candida: | can't believe this moralistic 
bullshit? Women need to say, “This is fun: 
this is my right,” and just do it. People are 
so neurotic and confused. It’s sad. 


Brut: Compare your image of women to 
the image of women in porn. 


Candida: | definitely don’t go for the 
blond-bimbette, bouncing-boobs look. 
Things have changed a lot since I was a 
performer. The whole look was different. 
They probably wouldn't even use me as 
an actress today. 


Brut: Why do you say that? 


Candida: Well, my breasts 
don't point straight up to 
the ceiling, and I was a 
little chubby back 

then. 


Brut: I think you 
were cute - the girl 
next door, the one 
most likely not to. 


Candida: Thanks . . 
. I think. 


Brut: It’s а compli- 
ment. Men found you 
very accessible, very non- 
threatening, almost inno- 
cent. But I do have a friend 
who is very proud to have The 
Analist in his video collection. 


Candida: Yuck! 


movie. 


That was a terrible 


Brut: Maybe, but it dispels your squeaky- 
clean image. He says, "Yeah . . . Candida 
Royalle . . .Femme . . .soft-core shit . . 


` but I have a tape of her doing anal." 


Candida: As I recall, the anal sex in that 
one was very painful. That's not to say 
that I don't enjoy doing it today, but I 
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have to be very, very relaxed and 
aroused. And it's something I do only oc- 
casionally. 


Brut: On special occasions? With plenty 
of fanfare? 


Candida: And with lubrication. But you 
know, I think the people who rent my 
old movies, even that one, are cheated. I 
was nothing then compared to what | am 
now. 


Brut: And what's that? 


Candida: I’m one nasty little bitch. Are 
you going to print that? 


Brut: You bet. 


Candida: І believe that women get bet- 
ter with age. It sounds like a cliche, but 


“I just want people 
to feel good about 
being loving, sexual 
human beings when 
they see a Femme 
movie. Our society 
desperately needs 


that." 


it's true. Forty is an incredible time of a 
woman's life sexually. That's why I refuse 
to put only young women into my mov- 
ies. Older women have so much more wis- 
dom, so much more experience. It's ridicu- 
lous to see only 18-year old girls in videos 
these days. That's not what it's all about. 


Brut: How much did you know about sex 
when you were 18 years old? 
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“I feel very fortunate 

The erotic industry is 

one of the few places 
where women сап 
get a start апа be. 

` treated as equally as 

men. І feel as though 
l've been blessed." 


Candida: Almost nothing. It took me six 
months with my boyfriend before I de- 
cided to lose my virginity. It's not that I 
wasn't passionate; I was just terrified of 
having sex. That’s what we were taught 
when I was growing up. Now, I've started 
exploring more. Гуе gotten more into 
role playing. You'll see aspects of that in 
Revelations. There's a scene with Rick 
Savage and a new actress named T.C. 
Rick’s a great actor who usually takes 
control in his sex scenes, but here, Rick 
plays submissive to T.C.'s dominant. She 
had never done anything like that be- 
fore, and it turned out to be so hot. The 
domination is mostly psychological, but 
she does whip Rick with a belt. 

Brut: 1 don't believe it. S&M іп а 
Femme movie! 


Candida: Іс just shows how Гуе evolved. 
It's still non-explicit action versus ex- 
plicit content. This work approaches my 
original concept of a "real" feature that 
doesn't fade to black when a couple has 
sex. I was looking at rushes the other day. 
The scene where Chelsea slips a solid black 
condom onto Joe's cock is just incredible. 
You remember Joe from the shoot? 


Brut: How сап І forget him? New stud meat. 
And to think that you “discovered” him. 
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Candida: Right. Just like Rugby 
Rhodes. Joe is a truck driver. 
He also does carpentry work. 
I remember reading а sur- 
vey in Playgirl where it 
said that women found 
carpenters and musi- 
cians among the 
most sexy occupa- 
tions. Lawyers and 
accountants scored 
very low. 


Brut: How did Joe 


perform sexually? 


Candida: Oh, he was 
such a little stud. He 
seemed very flattered 
when I told him. 


Brut: Joe told me that he rented 
some of your old videos. 


Candida: Before the shoot? 
Brut: Yes. 
Candida: Oh, no! 


Brut: 1 think it helped him feel less vul- 
nerable seeing you perform. He knew 
that you had been in the same position as 
he was; so he knew that you knew ex- 
actly how it felt. 


Candida: Hmm. Sex is the great equal- 
izer, isn’t it? 


Brut: How did you get your start as an 
adult film actress? 


Candida: Since I had been doing under- 
ground theatre and singing in jazz clubs, I 
was already living a pretty crazy alterna- 
tive lifestyle. I wanted to earn some extra 
money, so I went looking for what they 
call “cheesecake modeling.” An agent 
asked me if I'd do an X-rated movie. At 
that point, Га never even seen one, but I 
was so insulted that I stormed out of his 
office. 


Brut: What changed your mind? 


Candida: Through a friend, I got on the 
set to watch them film Anthony 
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Spinelli’s Cry For Cindy. I was surprised 
at the professionalism, the legitimacy, 
the seriousness of it. There was a big 
crew. The talent was healthy and pleas- 
ant. They were even concerned about 
learning their lines. After that, I figured 
I'd give it a try. 


Brut: Was it what you thought it would be? 


Candida: It was very hard work, no pun 
intended. I'd come home completely ex- 
hausted after a shoot. The crew con- 
stantly changed lights and camera angles, 
so you were always stopping and going. It 
didn't allow for a natural flow and any 
heat that built up during a sex scene was 
often interrupted. 


Brut: How did you change that when 
you began directing? 


Candida: | wanted to give my movies an 
authentic look of reality. I’m very careful 
about who I pair up and use real-life lov- 
ers whenever possible. On the set, ГЇЇ 
talk to them about what I want to see in 
the scene. Then I'll fix the cameras and 
lights so they never have to be moved. 
Between having sex with someone you 
really lust after and being able to make 
love virtually uninterrupted, I create a 
much better situation for the actors. 


Brut: How do the performers feel about 
that? 


Candida: They usually have wonderful 
experiences. For example, in Urban Heat, 
I used Tish and Dave Ambrose, who are 
married. After their scene, Tish said she 
almost felt guilty getting paid because 
they had such a great time. 


Brut: Why did you start shooting on 
video? 


Candida: 1 saw it as a way to explore new 
frontiers without having to spend hun- 
dreds of thousands of dollars. Since vid- 
eotape is cheaper than film, I can afford 
to let the cameras roll and roll so I сап 
pick an choose the most beautiful shots. 
Unfortunately, videotape is so inexpen- 
sive that a lot of shoddy products have 
leaked onto the market. 


Brut: What's your average budget? 


Candida: Where most companies spend 
$10,000-$20,000 on a video feature, I 
usually spend $70,000. That used to be 
what was spent on a 35mm film. 


Brut: Critics are convinced that the 
erotic video viewers just want hot sex 
and aren't concerned with things like 
quality. Do you think people notice? 


Candida: Definitely. We've created a 
niche in the market and we're develop- 
ing a very loyal following. People know 
that when they buy a Femme movie, 
they're going to see heat without com- 
promising their integrity. 


Brut: Is Femme a success? 


Candida: Our distribution base is grow- 


ing tremendously. Major mail order com- 
panies that don't handle "cheapie" vid- 
eos handle us and order lots of copies. 
We spend more time and money creating 
videos, so therefore have to charge more 
money. Sometimes wholesalers get re- 
sentful and ask, "Why should I spend so 
much on yours when І can get something 
in a glitzy box for a few bucks?” But the 
bottom line is that consumers have edu- 
cated themselves and they now force the 
wholesalers to supply them with what 
they want. 


Brut: These days, it's easy to find your 
tapes in local video shops. 


Candida: l'm glad to hear that because 
it's really been a struggle. 


Brut: As a rule, Femme box covers are 
very beautiful, but different than most 
others on the shelves. They're 
more sensual and eye-catching. Do 
you think guys still go for the pic- 
tures and don't concern them- 
selves with the story? 


ARIEL HART 


Candida: Although we welcome 
them to watch our tapes, they're not 
necessarily our target audience. If 
we get a tiny percentage of the 
"couples" market, it would be great 
for us, since we're a small com- 


pany. 


Brut: When was Femme actually 


started? 


Candida: In early 1984. 


Brut: And your first movie was 
very appropriately called Femme, 
which was composed of very basic 
fantasy vignettes. One of the pret- 
tiest - and hottest - is "Gallery," 
probably every woman's idea of a 
dream-threesome. 


Candida: Іс happens to be my fa- 
vorite on that tape. I've had two 
experiences in my wilder days 
which 1 drew upon for that seg- 
ment. 


Hey, how do you know if the lens 


cap is off? 


Brut: Care to elaborate? 
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Candida: On the one hand, I had a very 
mechanical, creepy, unsentimental expe- 
rience where I went home with two guys 


I'd met. It was sort of like, "You take one 
end and ГЇЇ take the other.” 


Brut: Іс doesn't sound very romantic. 


Candida: The guys weren't concerned 
about whether I was enjoying it or not. I 
was so disgusted that I stopped in the 
middle, put my clothes on and left. 


Brut: What was the other encounter like? 


Candida: It happened with a very dear 
friend of mine. One night, he arranged 
for himself and two other fellows to take 
me home. I was living in San Francisco 
at the time and had a beautiful, antique 
bedroom with a canopy. These three 
men were so lovely. Their focus wasn't 
just to get their cocks inside me and 
pump away. It was more sensual. They 
kissed, stroked me and treated me like a 
queen. 


Brut: How did you adapt that for “Gal- 
lery?" 


Candida: Since I knew what felt creepy 
and what felt wonderful, I was able to in- 
corporate the positive things into that 
scene. George Payne and Michael 
Knight practically worshipped every inch 
of Carol Cross' body. 


Brut: Femme's next releases were Urban 
Heat and Christina's Secret. Then you 
made Three Daughters, which was re- 
viewed in mainstream publications like 


Mademoiselle. 
Candida: I had made the first three mov- 


ies in a year, then took a year off to do 
promotion, by the time I started shooting 
Three Daughters, I had a lot to say. 


Brut: So the idea for Three Daughters was 
bouncing around inside for a while? 


Candida: You might say that. Much of 
my work is based on ideals. I was looking 
back and appreciating the time in my life 
when I discovered sexuality and passion. 
Reading women's literature, 1 learned 
that this was also a very special time for 
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Alright, first | rim her, then | eat her box. No, wait. first she rims 


те then... 


many other women. Being brought up as 
a Catholic, I was also coming to terms 
with the fact that growing up in our Puri- 
tanical society put a lot of guilt on me. 


Brut: That's definitely not what Heather 
"experiences." 


Candida: | wanted to show a young 
woman discovering sex without all the 
guilt. Much of Three Daughters was taken 
from my own life, including the lesbian 
scene with Heather's girlfriend. 


Brut: Was 
Heather's? 


your "first time" like 


Candida: Not at all. My boyfriend was so 
excited about "doing it" that he com- 
pletely forgot about romance and fore- 
play. For Heather, I painted the perfect 
encounter with a sensual, slightly-older 
man who escorted her into the realms of 
lovemaking in the most wonderful way. 


Brut: What else іп Three Daughters is 
drawn from personal experience? 


Candida: Heather has her first orgasm by 
herself. That's the way it happened for 
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me. І had been making love to my boy- 
friend for a year and I'd never had an or- 
gasm. Then I read Our Bodies, Our Selves, 
which had explicit instructions and dia- 
grams about where the clitoris is and how 
to cum. To me, Heather's masturbation 
scene is more real than the "virgins" you 
see in other tapes. They show up in gar- 
ter belts, black stockings and look like 
they've been hooking for two years. 


Brut: What do you want to accomplish 
with your work? 


Candida: | just want people to feel good 
about being loving, sexual beings when 
they see a Femme movie. Our society 
desperately needs that. And we shouldn't 
feel embarrassed about writing to our 
congressmen about preserving the free- 
dom to choose what we view in the pri- 
vacy of our own homes. 


Brut: In other words, we have to protect 
our First Amendment rights. 


Candida: Exactly. We elect our govern- 
ment officials. If we don't let them know 
what we want, we'll be sorry when we 
can't get magazines like the one you're 
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reading right now, or can't rent an ex- 
plicit videotape to watch with our lovers. 


Brut: On to more positive things . . . like 


"Club 90." 


Candida: "Club 90" started from a sense 
of camaraderie that a bunch of adult film 
actresses discovered almost by accident. 
Back in 1983, Gloria Leonard and Annie 
Sprinkle wee putting together a baby 
shower for Veronica Hart. They invited 
friends, people from her private life, and 
also included women from the business. 


Brut: Anyone we'd know? 


Candida: Besides Gloria, Annie, 
Veronica and myself, there was Kelly 
Nichols, Veronica Vera, Samantha Fox 
and Sue Nero. It got late and we were 
the only ones left. We started singing, 
dancing and doing the silly things you 
did when you were fourteen. It was so 
much fun that we realized we should get 
together more often. 


Brut: When did “Club 90” become an 
official group? 


Candida: In the summer of '83, we de- 
cided to have regular meetings: We're 
women so unique to this culture that it’s 
difficult to find a support system that 
thoroughly understands you, rather than 
sees you as some kind of sexual freak. 
Performing public sex is such a heavy 
thing to have done. It’s the one taboo 
our culture holds for women and it’s the 
biggest taboo of all. We're so misunder- 
stood that we needed a support group to 
affirm the positive things we felt about 
ourselves. Our sexuality is considered as 
this big, ominous thing instead of a part 
of our overall being. The more forbidden 
it is, the more obsessed we become with 
it. That’s why bad pornography has be- 
come so successful. 


Brut: You gave actresses a chance to cre- 
ate good erotica by directing their own 
short stories in your “Star Director Se- 
ties.” How did that come about? 


Candida: I wanted to do a new project, 
but I had nothing major to say. I needed 
some new input and fresh ideas. At one 


of the “Club 90” meetings, іс dawned on 
me on how great it would be to get my 
friends involved in some projects. I 
thought it would really appeal to fans. 
The minute I mentioned it, the club 
members leaped at the opportunity. 


Brut: Which is understandable because 
women in the industry aren't usually 
given the chance. 


Candida: These days, it's almost all men. 
You've got John Leslie, Ron Jeremy, Paul 
Thomas and Eric Edwards. The big video 
companies are pushing them, and female 
stars are left in the lurch. We not only 
have a shorter lifespan in front of the 
camera, but few people realize we have 
something to offer behind the camera. 
Brittany Morgan is one of the only ac- 
tresses encouraged to direct. 


Brut: Your next release was Rites of Pas- 
sion wasn't it? 


Candida: Yes and there you had Annie 
Sprinkle sharing her own evolution from 
just plain pornographic, promiscuous sex 
to discovering the joys of Tantra. She did 
it in a very humorous and visually beauti- 
ful way. 


Brut: The other entry on that tape was 
Veronica Vera's "Shady Madonna." 


Candida: Veronica explored the "Ma- 
donna/Whore Syndrome." Many people 
think women are either saints or sluts 
and there's no in between. Her piece fo- 
cused on how hypocritical religious 
people often are. 


Brut: It didn't hurt that it was released 
around the time of the Jim Bakker and 
Jimmy Swaggart scandals. 


Candida: That was just a lucky coinci- 
dence. Scott Baker made a perfect “Мі. 
Morality," especially since he grew up in 
the Bible-Belt. In addition to doing 
erotica, he's a comedian and this was one 
of his skits. 


Brut: Candida, you're the only director 
who insists on "safe-sex." Why? 


Candida: | don't feel it's my place to 


force people to take AIDS tests. That's a 
matter of personal choice. It can be trau- 
matic if you come up with a positive re- 
sult. Using condoms is a lot less trau- 
matic. 


Brut: Do all of your videos employ "safe- 
sex" techniques? 


Candida: Yes, except when the people 
are real-life lovers. Since there aren't 
many genital close-ups, you can't usually 
tell that a man's wearing a condom. 


Brut: There are those who feel that 
“safe-sex” isn't very sexy. 


Candida: 1 don't hit you over the head 
with it. Instead, I try to eroticize it. In 
"Pickup," the shot of Alexis Firestone 
putting a black condom on Rugby 
Rhodes is pretty outrageous. Anyone 
who thinks rubbers can't be sexy should 
take a look at it! But as far as AIDS is 
concerned, I wouldn't want to subject 
others to something I wouldn't expose 
myself to. The producers and directors 
who don't care about it have a lot to an- 
swer for. They might feel erotic perform- 
ers are getting paid for taking risks, and 
besides, they're just fucked-up sex perform- 
ers anyway. But that's not the way it is. 


Brut: Would you ever consider making a 
come-back in front of the camera in a 
Femme production? 


Candida: When I was acting, I wish 
someone was making films like I’m doing 
now. Then Га have a piece of work that 
I could hold up and be proud of. 


Brut: You don’t feel that way about any 
of your on-screen work? 


Candida: Delicious was better than aver- 
age. Blue Magic, which I wrote and my 
husband produced, was very beautiful. 
Fascination is another good one. Yet, І 
don’t think any of them went for the 
goals I’m pushing for now. 


Brut: And how would you define your 
goals? 


Candida: | strive to create true erotic art. 
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Brut: What about creating it with your 
own body? 


Candida: You have to have a different 
mindset to be able to go in front of a camera 
and have sex. It's been eight and a half 
years since I’ve been in that frame of mind 
and I wouldn't even attempt it now. 


Brut: Why? 


Candida: l've become a very private per- 
son and have been basically monoga- 
mous for many years with Per. My sexu- 
ality is something I've taken back to be 
mine and whoever І choose to share it 
with. 


Brut: Why did you stop acting in erotic 
films? 


Candida: It was easy money, too easy. In 
fact, it made me lazy and kept me from 
pursuing other things. l'm very proud of 
what I've accomplished. What I'm doing 
now takes so much more concentration 
and motivation it doesn't even allow me 
to think about returning to the screen. 


Brut: Okay, one final question: Where 
did you get the name "Candida Royalle?" 


Candida: Everyone asks that. When I 
was doing underground theatre back in 
Frisco we were all taking crazy, fun 
names. My real name is Candice. A fa- 
vorite uncle always called me "Candida," 
and I thought it would be fun to finally 
use that name. "Royalle" just seemed to 
roll off my tongue. 


Brut: А much needed asset for an adult 
film actress. 


Candida: Later, when I started in X- 
rated movies I needed a spicy name. One 
credit had me listed as "Candice Ball," 
which was kind of dumb. I figured Га 
better name myself before someone else 
did. And I have to admit, I like my stage 
name; it reminds you of a fancy, French 
dessert. Highly appropriate for the busi- 
ness. It's inviting, like saying "I'm Can- 
dida Royalle . . . come take a +٣۴ 
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ру MARY "368" FLEENER.©1910 (aS 


HEADLIGHTS - CHI-CHIS - GLOBES - NAY-NAYS ۰ JUGS - KNOBS -BOOZUMS 


THIS 16 А REAL STORY ABOUT A GIRLFRIEND OF 
MINE WHO HAD HUGE BREASTS. WE BECAME 
PALS IN COLLEGE... 


PART 1 "GETTING TO KNOW You”... 


an 

(| 
SHE'S FALLING IN LOVE, 

AND ALL ME CAN DO IS 


STARE AT HER CHEST! 


WE BECAME ROOMMATES AND ONCE I 
SAW HER NAKED FROM THE WAIST UP. ТТ 
WASN'T А PRETTY SIGHT. 

MARY! Do YoU (brush, brush, brush) ДЕ 

HAVE ANY SHAMPOO T (brush) 


T THINK SKE WAS UNCOMFORTABLE 
BECAUSE, FOR * THE TIMES", HER DRESS WAS 
SUBDUED, EVEN A BIT CONSERVATIVE 

ESPECIALLY WHEN WE'D GO OUT IN PUBLIC 


МЕКЕ JUST 
Goin’ To A MOVIE! 
NOBODY'S GONNA 
BE м” 
You IN A PARK 
THEATRE / 


а (25 БН: 


BUT SOMETIMES THEY DID LOOK, LIKE THIS 
Û | ONE NIGHT WE WENT To SEE “FELLINI'S 
SATYRICON” FoR THE Б oR Gth TIME... 


WE WEREN'T EVEN ТМ THE THEATRE WHEN TWO 
GUYS UE VAGUELY KNEW FROM SCHOOL CAME 
OVER AND STARTED TALKIN’ TRASH. 


WANNA TAKE 'LUDES/ SOUNDS 
А AFTER TH FILM? LiKE FUN, 


AFTER THE FILM, THEY CAME OVER ТО 
OUR APARTMENT. MY PRESENCE WAS 
CERTAINLY NOT REQUIRED 


| IN 


„ А . 
AND, AS ALWAY 5, SHE'D HAVE A BRIEF FLING 
AND GET DUMPED AFTER A WEEK OR SO. 
SHE NEVER REFUSED A “SUITOR”. 


I REMEMBER ONE DAY І MET THIS 
CUTIE WHILE BICYCLING. HE SEEMED 
LIKE SucH А NICE Boy... 


NEED SOME HELP? say, 
THAT 5 А NICE BICYCLE... 
AX I'VE SEEN You 


REMEMBER THOSE | T. DON'T SEE , 
GUYS WE МЕТ АТ / THEM ANYMORE. 
JHE FILM ? АЁ sHouLo I CALL 


- 
سے‎ 
v 
RRE 
27 


N 


SOME BREAD... / AA ? 
м” 7 
а! q 


AROUND.. blah... bish 


1 


Ш 


mmy 
= | 
= РА 
WELL, ALLIT TOOK WAS ONE LOOK WHEN | |1 DUNNO WHY 1 SLEPT 
I INTRODUCE D HIM To MY ROOMMATE. MEN ы. Т 207 We 
L . 
| SUDDENLY, HE DIDN'T LOOK 50 оор Амумоке;| | CHEAP. Why 212 
H 


Too YOUNG, 1 
BAD SKIN, ACTS 


TUST То CONVINCE YOU READERS How BAD IT 
WAS... WE DECIDED To GO To A 70071:26 
Faine AND MADE ORESSES JUST FoR THEE 
OCCASION. 


І НАР To USE Му MOTHER'S SEWING MACHINE 
AND SINCE SHE LIVED ACROSS TOWN , WE 
MADE PLANS To MEET AND LEAVE FROM 
My PARENTS’ HOUSE. 

5s НІ MR. ۴۲ IS 
MARY DONE WITH 
HER DRESS ? 


بے دی 
p‏ 


220ھ 
H, IT WAS OK‏ 
TO SHOW YOUR‏ 
A BOOBS IN TH’1500's!‏ 


4 LEMME СЕТ 
CY, = «ГГ CAMERA!! 
hee 


IT WAS WEIRD SEEING YOUR DAD ACT LIKE 2 aine, IT WAS HIDEOUSLY HOT, 
A SLOBBERING SEX FIEND! EVERYTHING WAS OVERPRICED AND T. 


Just ONE poop | HATED EVERY MINUTE OF IT , PURPLE 
MORE SHOT... 1 | DRESS, HOWEVER, WAS. A BIG HIT. 
A, 


SPANI 


‘ 


ы» сем 
hile 
NA 
D 


Es 
T. 


` | ; j : A BEER ATi g Ж 5 UN | я НУ К 1 
A WEEK LATER I SAW THE PHOTOS. THEY || THERE WAS LOTS OF GOOD LSD GOING 
WERE AMAZINGLY... CONSISTENT. AROUND THAT YEAR, SO OUR LI'L GANG 


HINK OF ALL THE MONEY = GOT TOGETHER MANY WEEKENDS FoR 
DAD COULD'VE SAVED ALL-NITE PARTYING AND ONE NIGHT THE 
ІР Вер HAD PRINTS же" | '|WIBES сот HEAVY... | 
MADE FROM ONE 
NEGATIVE , MOM / 


TORPEDOMITS) 
УА WANNA LOOK? . 


THEN (60157 


WHEN WE ALL BEDDED DOWN, STILL BUZZED 
BUT DETERMINED To GET SOME REST, ONE 
OF THE GUYS GOT FRISKY... 


ASA ROOMMATE “THE JELLY" WAS OFTEN 
BURDENSOME. ALL THE GUYS ӨНЕ «кер 
WEREN'T INTERESTED(AS I OFTEN FOUND 
0UT)...LIKE THIS ONE WINNER FROM BERKELEY. 
TASON WROTE ME AGAIN / LISSEN 
To THIS POEM: 
isight “Iam the child of man 

my love 1$ 2 man, yet you 

аге те. 

why can't we all love? 

Maybe You are the man. 

I need wis love tonight. 
WHAT PO YOU THINK IT MEANS ? 

poss HE REALLY LIKE ME 7 


YT THINK va, HE'S Wine 
TRYING то ТЕМ. Эй 
YoU SOMETHING... A; 


705ТАВОУТА MONTH BEFORE WE GOT 
SEPARATE PLACES, MY ROOMMATE ANO T. 
WENT OUT FOR THE VERY LAST TIME. 


X STARTED 
MY PERIOD! 


IN THE MORNING (ABOUT NOON, ACTUALLY ) 
I TALKE D To THE Guy WHO WAS GRABBING 
HER ALL NIGHT 
HOW COULD YOU BEHAVE LIKE THAT IN FRONT 
OF EVERYONE, NOT TO MENTION YOUR GIRLFRIEND, 
IMEAN, HOW LOW LIFE CAN) YA GET? WHAT'S 

THIS BIG DEAL WITH YOU GUYS Амр BOOBS!?! 


29asp« A NEW 
NICKNAME / 
STRANGELY ENOUGH, ANOTHER GROUP OF FRIENDS STARTE 


CALLING HER “THE JELLY "AND THE NAME STUCK. 


%0ү! DID SHE HAVE PROBLEM S. I WAS 
BEGINNING ТО FEEL LUCKy To HAVE МОТ 
INHERITED My MOTHER'S D- CUPS. 


... AND THEN HE PUSHED ME DOWN ON THE 
FLOOR AND ATTACKED! HE RAPED ME/// 
SO THIS وا‎ THE TYPICAL ROCKSTAR-SINGER 
BEHAVOIR ? ALL 1 DID WAS DRINK A 
BEER WITH HIM/ 2 THOUGHT WE 
WERE FRIENDS... 


WHATAN 
ASSHOLE... 


I'M HAPPY To SAY THIS 
SCUM NEVER MADE IT 
IN SHOWBIZ. HIS ONE 
ALBUM WAS A FLOP, NEVER 
UNDERESTI MATE KARMA, Foixs 


1. GAINED TWO MORE 
fOUNDS/! MAYBE I 


ГУ DO уон G 

: z A TH Tp 

VM Vr ne з? 
with 2 


222 ү 5 
/ ud 
Oe 


HER МЕМ COAT WAS ONE OF THO 


STINKY-AFGHANZ-INSIDE-OUT-SHEEP-| | | 


SKIN THINGS. REMEMBER THOSE ? 


DEFINITELY A CANDIDATE 


FUR YELLO 


AND To THINK е POOR MOUNTAIN SHEE 
DIED... FoR THIS? á 


Ps Hore THESE 
PEOPLE HAVE соор Y 


HOMEOWNERS INSURANCE 7ر‎ 


IT WAS FISTIVETFEOPE WERE PASSING OUT 
HANDFULS OF PILLS, DRINKING, SMOKIN’ 
x SNORTIN سے‎ PROPOSING MARRIAGE! ! 


M І WANT SOME JACK 
DANIELS w 1ہ"‎ 


BRAN оу. 


Ai YOU'RE NOT 


EX DRIVING! ME tier 


АА 


IIIIII, 


ОҢА ТТІ) 


STREET, OK? YoU 
WANT To CoME 2 


THE OTHER TARTY WAS WORSE AND EVEN 
MORE PATHETIC... WHEN I RETURNED 
THERE WAS NO “SELLY” Амр МО Boze: 
SHE DRANK ALL THIS!? 2 J3 | y 

1 HOPE SHE ENJOYS HER 3 ши) 3, < d 

HANGOVER TOMORROW. X Сүре 


АУҒА 


WELL, WELL ,WELL.. т WONDERED ME dcs 
IF You MANIACS WOULO i G IN 

ВЕ HERE/, WHATS ИР? SS EE YER CAR ' 
=| NV" As SEM 


My PARENTS HAVE А порі, NOT 
ME че!» SHE'S А I. 


Rs 


UN ¢ 
Poe? 


THE “POODLE” WAS NONE OTHER THAN “THE 

асы а SOME GUY! THEY HAD THE yr: ін oU" og! OH 
бз tina COAT OVER THEM. IT DIDN'T HIDE OH! 
MUCH. 007?! 


PURPLE DRESS... 


ONE-HALF HOUR LATE2“ THE JELLY” CAME OH GREAT! Just WHAT 
STA6GERING IN WANTED ! A BIG 


BEBE HIDO) BLOODY-SEMEN SPOT 
D» ФЕР ONMy BACK SEAT! 4 


4 


NS Aw 


ОМ 


А 


ў і gl 


: Va | 
БАЛДЫР wu P МЕКЕ 50 


SEE THAT SPOT YOU'RE SITTING ON 7 

IT's A MIXTURE OF SPERM AND 

MENSTRUAL BLOOD. Two PEOPLE ГА 
рір NASTIES THERE . GROSS, huh ? 


YOURE JUST 
PISSED ‘coz MY 
BOYFRIEND ISN'T 
AFTER YER ۲م‎ 


YEARS LATER, WHEN I MOVED TO А SMALL 
BEACH TOWN , FAR AWAY FROM THE LOS 
ANGELES MADNESS т WAS REMINDED 
ONE DAY THAT THE PAST HASA WAY OF 
KICKING YoU IN THE BUTT (wren you LEASTEXPECT IT ) 


Т HAVEN'T SEEN 09 
gee HARBOR COLLEGE! 
c қ А 
dj EM MOVE 
3۷ LAST 


ZIP 


“АМА 
Wenen REAL. | ||T 9 BEEN YEARS AND WE STILL HAVEN'T 
ESTATE AGENT! R УЕТ............ 


We met, Jimbo says, standing out- 
side Crazy Girls on La Brea. Right? 

No, you reply, Del blinking slowly 
like a salamander behind his tinted 
rectangular glasses. Jimbo bummed at 
your reply but . . 


Whatthefuck. 


You want to talk to Del but before 
a word can pass your Tanqueray & 
tonic numbed lips he's off riffing with 
Jimbo. And then the others arrive, 
all heys! апа how-are-you?s and then 
we're inside and chillin' air condi- 
tioned vibes as two topless girls do 
the pole snake mambo on stage. 

No crotch action though. Strictly 
topless, panty-clad pubes pumpin' to 
the beat as they roll & squirm on 
stage. 

Bar call - beers, but O'Douls for 
Del: Clean-Sober-Straight. Old hab- 
its died hard. But better them than Del. 

Family man now. Two kids with 
Debbie. Those three years back in 
Mamaroneck, NY, after he finished 
high school alongside Matt & Kevin 
Dillon, three years ridin’ with a pack 
of outlaw bikers - not weekend war- 
riors, hard core motherfucking out- 


laws, so the word has it. Del just 
nods: That was then. As much as I dug 
living by my own set of rules, he says, 
his shaded eyes looking somewhere 
into the past, it wasn't enough being a 
biker. The potential for prison as fasci- 
nating as it was wasn't enough for some- 
one whose dreams went further than 


building the ultimate ride. 


When my best friend Timmy died, New 
York kinda’ died for те... 


But Del doesn’t hem or haw or 
bitch that NY was getting stale when 
he says that. Didn’t then. Doesn’t 
now. 

Del introduces you to Steve O, the 
retired pres of a Southern Cali outlaw 
club and the conversation drifts. You 
notice a familiar face enter the bar - 
Robert Z’Dar of Maniac Cop - sliding 
into a back booth with a small wil- 
lowy blonde. Del says this is the bar 
they used in Pulp Fiction, the one 
when Travolta and Jackson come to 
see their boss while he’s ordering 
Willis to take a dive in the ring. But 
your memory isn’t clear. Your brain is 
on gin from that toney wank-fest 
party for Ken Russell you got invited 
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A Night In LA. With Del James 


by Jerry Cornelius 


to prior to changing into denim and 
cut offs and coming over here. That 
wasn't real. This is. 

Still, you look at the bar and try to 
picture Travolta sitting in here while 
Tarantino shoots his wad beside the 
camera and your mind can't quite 
bring it into focus. 

You want to talk to Del but he's in 
demand. The quiet eye of the storm 
in this mini-hurricane. Scotty Slam's 
here. Met him in Atlanta while Del 
was in town. He's the only other per- 
son you know. Lots of babes. Bobby 
from Biohazard just walked in. Jimbo 
in the corner rapping about what he 
and his band Warrior Soul got up to 
in Europe to Kevin Quinn, the artist 
responsible for the elaborate colorful 
tattoos which cover both of Del's 
arms. Dizzy' here but you haven't 
been introduced yet. 

Somewhere in this room which is 
nowhere as sleazy as you imagined all 
those times you drove by on other 
nights in LA, is the lexicon of the 
Language of Fear. But every time you 
try to connect with the epicenter, he 
slips away taking care of his friends. 

As you empty your bottle of Roll- 
ing Rock, you think about the open- 
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ing story. “А Tail of Two Heroines." 
Underscored with compassion. Un- 
flinching in its crime scene detail, 


OD vomit aftertaste and all. But 
above everything compassion shines 
through. It seduced you, lulled you 
into a false sense of security. Then 
the other horrors grabbed you in an 
unguarded moment... 


Strong stuff. Strange brew. 


You look at Del across the room. 
Not holding court but listening. A 
rock around which his friends flow. 
And you try to reconcile what he’s 
told you about the past with the 
present and fill in the blanks from 
the ten years since the wild kid 
from Westchester County 
landed in Hollywood and 
within a week had a new 
family. Guys named Axl, 
Izzy, Slash, Duff, and 
Steven. A family that lived 
the rock ‘n’ roll dream to 
the limit and never let the 
limits of no money and too 
many substances get in the 
way of what they had to do. 

It had, Del says, nothing to 
do with booze or drugs. They 
were a bottom of the bill club 
band but there was an electricity. 
It was a cool scene which got bigger 
and bigger. 

Somewhere between a_ beautiful 
small suburb fifteen minutes away 
from the Bronx and out here, with a 
decade and a world tour or two be- 
tween them, lies the heart of dark- 
ness from which the stories that com- 
prise The Language of Fear sprung. 
Snapshots from the Urban Hell is 
what Phil Nutman called them when 
he introduced you to Del. Communi- 
ques from the dark underbelly of 
Amerika. 

When you closed the book after 
reading it in two sittings (one would 
have been overload), you silently 
nodded in agreement. 

But there’s Del. Laid back. Quietly 
jovial. A night out with the boyz. 
This is the guy who wrote “Adult Na- 
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of what Г 


ture Material”? Or “Mindwarp”? 

This much you know. Del James 
lived the outlaw life to the limit and 
did a lot of insane stuff and got away 
with all kinds of shit he sees no point 
in elaborating on. You hung with 
bikers at the same age and know 
what he’s talking about and don’t 
need details. He has no regrets about 
the past except that some of his 
friends didn’t make it. 

This you know. Regardless of liv- 
ing the One Percenter life, Del James 


"| try to write honestly 
and by giving people 
glimpses 
fucked-u 


into 


also put in three semesters of commu- 
nity college majoring in English/Jour- 
nalism. After Timmy Meeske died, 
Del decided to split for the coast with 
amigo Randy. They'd been in garage 
bands together and Randy was going 
to music school and needed a room- 
mate and Del's bike brothers encour- 
aged him to quit the life and go ride 
new roads. One week after moving to 
Hollyweird, Del James is sharing an 
apartment with these guys called 
Guns N' Roses and has bonded with 
this midwesterner named Axl. Like 
the rest of the family they were con- 
sumers. Of everything. Апа each un- 
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certain 
lies maybe 3 

athing out 
ө peen through. 
There are morals underneath 
the sex and violence that | 
enjoy writing about." 


derstood the other's addictions and 
appetites. And when the hunger got 
too much and nearly killed one, the 
other was there. And vice versa. 

This you also know. Del James got 
a gig writing for RIP magazine, be- 
coming a senior editor. He also co- 
wrote lyrics with bands like The AI- 
mighty, Testament, and GN'R, and 
directed the video of "The Garden" 
for the latter. His video of "This 
World" helped land Warrior Soul a 
major label deal. And behind all this 
there was the prose, the stories which 
became The Language of Fear. 

It's 1:30 AM and everybody's got a 
buzz going. Even Del. But his is a dif- 
ferent kind of buzz. Real comrade- 
ship. Not the temporary bonho- 
mie of booze. The dancers 
have ceased to be attractive, 

their actions failing to divert 
your attention away from 
conversations with 
Dizzy and Scotty. These 
girls - some of them - are 
attractive but their tasty 
bodies don't jibe with the 
one-of-Romero’s-living- 
dead-bored expressions on 
y their faces. There’s no se- 

duction no flirtation no fan- 
tasy. That’s the sport, the 
game. Here the game is a no 
play. But you didn’t come for the 
girls and now it’s time to join Dizzy 
and Del on the booze run before the 
liquor store closes so everyone can do 
a company move to Scotty’s new 
place. 

As Del drive he speaks in answer 
to your question. Slowly, measuring 
words, mining a personal vein. 

It was an observation of something I 
hate: weak ass junkies, he says, talking 
about “A Tale of Two Heroines.” I’ve 
had my share of problems with drugs, 
that’s probably why my description of 
withdrawal intrigues some people who've 
never been there. But I never burned 
anyone that I cared about or sucked a 
dick or whined or cried about needing a 
fix. What I like about that story is the 
female character is willing to do anything 
to protect her child. She symbolizes 


DELL-U S. $5.50 
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М James 


hope. That's what І relate to and the 
only reason I’m sober is the love I have 
for my two kids. 

The subject of influences inevita- 
bly rears its head. The list is what 
you'd expect: Joe Lansdale, Ramsey 
Campbell, Clive Barker, Poppy Z. 
Brite, Skippp & Spector, and 
Lovecraft on the horror front. A 
writer who’s having an increasing im- 
pact these days - James Ellroy. And 
Burroughs, Bukowski, and Dennis 
Cooper on the ‘literary’ edge. All au- 
thors who aren’t afraid to explore the 
dark side. 

In this quiet moment before a con- 
tinuation of the social storm, Del re- 
turns to personal feelings. “Without 
You” was written in a Nostradamus 
moment prior to the release of Appetite 
For Destruction. I predicted that a cer- 
tain thin, tattooed, red-haired rocker 
would climb the charts and find the view 
from the top not as beautiful as he 
thought it would be. 

Del is silent for a moment then 
continues. The story is about total self 
destruction and Axl has told me that the 
story has kept him from playing out the 


tragic role. So out of all that’s in the 
book, that story probably means the 
most in the sense it’s helped out someone 
I love. 

The ride is over. The destination 
looms. 

The apartment diagonally across 
the 101 freeway from the Disney 
Channel building is three levels with 
a humongous living room in a loft 
configuration, under-furnished since 
Scotty and roommates only just 
moved in, and the space cries out for 
neon signs, a major sound system, 
and projection TV. Club house, Del 
says, definitely a club house. 

Some of the others arrive and two 
girls we don’t know show up. K & J. 
K is a cute pocket-sized mulatto strip- 
per clad in faux dominatrix style. J is 
a short chunky blonde with glasses 
and an attitude. Even with a Forrest 
Gump IQ you can still figure out 
who’s the bitch in this relationship. 

Suddenly the relaxed mood of the 
apartment walkthrough is whipped. 

Something happened outside 
Crazy Girls. 

Someone said something. Some- 
one said something else. A punch. A 
response. Things got out of hand. 
Fists exchanged. No one has a clear 
polaroid of what went on. 

One of the girls says there was 
blood on the sidewalk and Big Kenny 
nearly strangled them when they 
tried to pull Steve O and Bobby 
apart. Then Bobby hit Big Kenny and 
Big Kenny hit Bobby and now Big 
Kenny’s bummed ‘cause he hit a good 
friend. 

Any warm vibes that were linger- 
ing around the apartment fly out the 
window and hit the freeway heading 
south. 

So it goes. 

You drift on the restless tide for a 
while. No one seems to know what to 
do. Scotty’s finally got Beavis and 
Butthead in line and the background 
music is better, muted. Then you 
walk in the lounge and see why. 

K has stripped down to the basics 
of her leather outfit and is chasing 
Beavis who is stripped to the waist 
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and expecting to get something. But 
K, urged on by J, is just teasing the 
shmuck. Watching the pathetic en- 
treaties of a Metal slacker as he 
searches for the Holy Grail of Pussy is 
amusing for all of sixty seconds then 
turns stale. By now a crowd is gather- 
ing. The signs are clear: something is 
going to happen. 

You go to the bathroom but the 
chick is still there, hugging the por- 
celain god. Time to whizz au naturale 
in Scotty’s front yard. 

Returning to the lounge you dis- 
covered Big Kenny has been desig- 
nated the recipient of tonight’s sex 
play. J is half on his lap, half on the 
chair’s arm. K, her ass in his face, legs 
open, kneels across him as J slides 
one-two-three fingers inside her. Fin- 
gers become a hand a fist a wrist. K is 
loving it. Her sighs are genuine pas- 
sion. No acting here. 

Del shakes his head and walks 
away. You watch for a while but the 
scene is sexless in its explicit despera- 
tion, and then you wander away again. 

As you think about leaving and 
saying farewells, Del appears with a 
Thomas English Muffin in one hand. 
It’s for the chick in the bathroom. She 
wants to eat bread, he says, this is it. 
And so you go with him to give the 
girl her muffin and leave her holding 
it as she clutches the toilet, nodding, 
head on the seat. 

It's 4.25 A.M. Del agrees it's time to go. 

The following afternoon he calls, 
checking to see if you got home safe. 
You did. You talk. Del has the final 
word. 

I try to write honestly, he says, and 
by giving people glimpses into certain 
fucked-up realities maybe they'll get 
something out of what I’ve been 
through. There are morals underneath 
the sex and violence that I enjoy writing 
about. I try not to romanticize the taboo 
too much, just try to give the uninitiated 
the facts as well as entertain them. 
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Тһе АШпап 
Brothers Band 
2nd Set 
The Allmans' newest live set is a compan- 
ion piece to Ап Evening with the Allman 
Brothers Band released three years ago. 2nd 
Set's inclusion of four songs from their last 
studio album, Back Where It All Begins, and 
an already available acoustic version of “In 
Memory of Elizabeth Reed," among its 
eight songs might strike some as redundant. 
But the spacious live sound mix and the 
consistently high level of the band's impro- 
visational playing makes such criticism ir- 
relevant. As does the complex, tense and 
incendiary guitar interplay of Dickey Betts 
and Warren Haynes. Add three percussion- 
ists in the persons of Butch Trucks, Jaimoe 
and Marc Quinones, the fluid bass work of 
Allen Woody and Gregg Allmans' trade- 
mark gruff vocals and you have a dense, yet 
unobtrusive wall of sound which manages 


to avoid straying into wretched excess. 
(Epic) df 


^ 


American Ruse 
Return of the X 

If Johnny Thunders had been raised on tea 
and marmalade toast in lieu of spam and 
dirty needles he might have sounded some- 
thing like these peppy Brit pop-punkers. 
But then Johnny Thunders was a man. A 
pathetic, poorly dressed little man, but nev- 
ertheles, a man . . . A punk band your 
mother could love. Even if she is a whore. 
(1+2 Records) ds & sj 
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dom salemi (ds) steve jeffries (sj) ж 
craig regala (cr) dirk fubar (df) phil 


nutman (pn) doug bassett (db) 
ernie santilli (es) a. furey (af) 


Black Sabbath 
Forbidden 

Five reasons why you should buy the latest 
Sabbath disc: (1) It's their twenty-fifth re- 
lease which puts them ahead of Chicago 
and Barry Manilow; (2) Lead singer Tony 
Martin snarls and shouts on most cuts in- 
stead of ululating as is his wont; (3) Ice-T 
puts in the now requisite guest appearance 
and learns what being "black" is all about; 
(4) Tony Iommi's “crunchy” riffs make you 
wish you were 16 again (almost, zits, furtive 
masturbating and the inability to handle 
alcohol were part of the experience I hazily 
recall); (5) None of the compositions have 
anything to do with fairies, comic book 
characters or witches. (IRS) ds 


^ 


David Bowie 
Santa Monica '72 
An oft-bootlegged set from Bowie's first 
major United States tour has finally been re- 
leased, nearly 23 years after the fact. With 
the recording taken from an FM broadcast, 
the sound's not exactly top notch, and 
Bowie's band, the Spiders from Mars, make 
their share of mistakes, but the Spiders 
tock. Harder than any of Bowie's subse- 
quent bands. Although Bowie's fey antics 
may have been the visual focus for those at 
the Santa Monica show, guitarist Mick 
Ronson's power riffing is the core of the 
sound here. Ronson, who died two years ago 


of liver cancer, was a real live guitar hero. 
(Griffin) df 
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Dennis Brennan 

Jack-in-the-Pulpit 
Dennis Brennan and his band, the Iodine 
Brothers, play above average American gui- 
tar rock somewhat resembling Willie Nile. 
But Brennan's voice is a lower nicotine 
rasp, and his production is tinnier. Jack-in- 
the-Pulpit is nothing you haven't heard 
many times previously though Brennan 
does have a knack for hooks. He also has an 
affinity for cliched lyrics (Sample: "Life is 
cruel/You better keep your head down"). 
With lines like these, Dennis has no busi- 
ness wearing his hair in a Bob Dylan High- 
way 61 period ‘doo’. We're told though that 
Dennis is supposed to be a killer live act 
and while the songs sound as though they 
might be more powerful outside the studio 
something has obviously been lost in the 
transition. (Upstart) df 


^ 


George Brigman & Split 
I Can Hear The 
Ants Dancin’ 
This newly founded record company is 
quite unique as they apparently have abso- 
lutely no interest in making a profit of any 
kind. Now I could be wrong but you tell me 
how you bring in the green reissuing wigged 
out sixties and seventies obscurities by vi- 
sionary nobodies on a limited run of one 
thousand Ips @ $9.95. Right! You сапт... 
So let me tell you about this while you сап. 
still write to these misguided capitalists be- 


fore they're forced to declare bankruptcy. 
Brigman & Split were a bunch of back- 
woods Indiana college students achieving 
semi-legendary status playing masque balls 
at cow colleges like Valparaiso and Ball 
State while managing to release two mind- 
blowing exercises in meandering psych- 
edelia before calling it quits and taking jobs 
as pin-stripers in a John Deere factory. This 
is their first 1р; the second one being lost in 
the hazy crazy mists of father tyme. Side 
one features the combo's instrumental 
prowess on five stunning lysergically stoked 
fuzz laden semi-funky compositions which 
go nowhere and make you think that's the 
place to be. Side two highlights some mar- 
velously attenuated warbling by Mr. 
Brigman himself on four cuts which go 
somewhere but it's a place you nor I have 
ever even thought about. In sum, every- 
thing you've always wanted in a sixties (or 
is that seventies?) psych album but were 
too frightened or tripped out to ask for. 
(OR Records, Box 19553, Indianapolis, 
IN 46219) ds 


^ 


Butthole Surfers 
The Hole Truth... and 
Nothing Ви 
A visionary band whose visions no one re- 
ally understands. Nor do they. The essence 
of comedy? Perhaps. It's certainly amusing. 
And noisy and inconsequentially busy. A 
nice introduction for novices consisting as 


Butthole 


2 


it does of live performances spanning the 
years “83 to 93. Brutalism does battle with 
Dada. Melody loses, the groove wins and 


we're not asked to take any of it seriously. 
Except if you're one of the bootleggers 
whose existence necessitated this release. 
(Trance) ds 


^ 


The Chocolate 
Watchband 
No Way Out/The Inner 
Mystique/One Step Beyond: 

For some time now these lps, originally re- 
leased by Tower, have been out of print 
and could be found only in specialty shops 
at exorbitant prices. The Watchband's last 
two albums though, were put together on 
one long-playing cd; but they were shoddily 
packaged and sounded like do-do. 
Sundazed has rectified that mistake by re- 
releasing all three LPs (from the original 
masters) in separate packages with the 
original cover art, new liner notes and a 
few bonus tracks to boot. 

No Way Out was the debut. Released to 
a largely indifferent public in 1967 it is 
nevertheless a classic bit of garage-psych. 
“Let’s Talk About Girls,” “Are You Gonna 
Be There (At The Love-In)” and “No Way 
Out” are the standout tracks and should 
have been huge hits. But they weren’t. The 
fact that the band had broken up at this 
point and couldn’t push the record didn’t 
help either. Perhaps this explains the rea- 
son for the quintet not appearing on lyser- 
gic-fueled, mind-bending instro tracks like 
“Dark Side Of The Mushroom” and “Expo 
2000.” 

When producer Ed Cobb convinced the 
combo to reunite in December of 1967, the 
result was the rather lame The Inner Mys- 
tique. The first side of the original lp didn’t 
even feature the group! What you got in- 
stead were a few of Cobb’s studio cronies 
pathetically attempting to fashion au cou- 
rant psychedelic sounds. Fortunately, these 
tracks have been chosen to open the disc so 
they can be easily skipped in favor of fever- 
ish covers of songs by the likes of The 
Kinks (“I’m Not Like Everybody Else”), 
Bob Dylan (“Baby Blue”) and Hank Ballard 
(“Let’s Go, Let’s Go, Let’s Go”). Add a lan- 
guorously neurotic take on “I Ain’t No 
Miracle Worker,” and a furious rendition of 
the Cobb-penned ersatz Stone’s punker 
“Sweet Young Thing” and you’ve got some- 
thing worth a couple o' spins. 

One Step Beyond, released in May of '68 
was the final chapter in the Watchband's 
tumultuous career. They were doing tons of 
drugs at the time and had to replace lead 
singer Dave Aguilar with the rather inef- 
fectual Danny Phay. The record is, for the 
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most part, forgettable, a collection of late 
sixties styled blues-rock with nary a trace of 
the quintet's manic punk energy save for 
the cover of Ray Charles’ “I Don't Need 
No Doctor." Sundazed has attempted to 
ameliorate things by including four rare bo- 
nus tracks all featuring the original 1966 
line-up but novitiates and completists 
would have been better served if they had 
all been placed on the No Way Out disc. 
Then we could pretend, as most nostalgia 
garagezines do, that the Watchband and their 
ilk, rarely made a bad move. (Sundazed, 
Box 85, Coxsackie, NY 12051) ds 


^ 


Marshall Chapman 
It's About Time 
I've been in love with Miss Chapman from 
the first. That gamine voice tinged with 
the slattern. Slyly singing these lovely 
country flavored rock and blues songs. 
Philosophical tunes. А woman's work i. e. 
woman as individual not victim. Humor- 
ous. Suffused with hard-won wisdom. Emo- 
tion reflected in tranquility. I’m not the 
only one who feels this way; Marshall's 
been covered by artists too numerous to 
mention. Be forewarned however, the sparse 
arrangements and attenuated sound here 
work an injustice to several of the cuts. 
And I could have done with a little more 
abandon in foot stompers like “Ваа Debt" 
and "Bizzy Bizzy Bizzy." Still, a gal who has 
a way with her the way Marshall does, well, 
you can forgive everything. I do (you might 
not). I don't know where she's been the 
last ten years or so but I'm glad she's back. 


(Island) ds 
h 


Club 69 
Adults Only 
Know what I adore about this kind of mu- 
Sic? You took someone to a club that played 
this shit, you were going to get to fuck 
them in the ass. Didn't matter if they were 
male or female. Your dick was going right 
up their hiney as soon as you got home. To- 
day, they call this stuff tribal but it's just 
disco with a hard edge. Erotic. Lubricious. 
Irrisistable. And nasty. Like butt surfing 
without a lubricant. Or fist-fucking your- 
self. Or jamming a dildo halfway up your 
ass and running backwards into a wall... 


(IRS) ds 


^ 
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Хау “Ы 


Elvis Costello 
Kojak Variety 

_. tz... scond all-covers album is a sig- 
= 5.2325 improvement over his disastrous 

Lo record, Almost Blue, from 1981. 
is not to say that it's the second 
z of Pinups. Costello picks material 
2 a wide variety of musical styles, from 
Тішез (Willie Dixon’s “Hidden Charms”) to 
Motown (the Supremes’ “Remove This 
Doubt”), to country (Jesse Winchester’s 
“Раудау”) to rock ‘n’ roll (Little Richard's 
“Bama Lama Bama Loo"), and has the good 
sense to avoid obvious song choices. His 
backing group, composed mostly of his 
Rude 5 tour band from 1991, is loose and 
tastefully boss. But Costello’s limited vocal 
range finds his reach exceeding his grasp. 
(Warner Bros.) df 


^ 


Cranes 
Loved 
The perfect set of moody, crepuscular 
pieces for cocktail hour at your next Hal- 
loween party. Or for celebrating dusk any- 
time during the year. Lovely evanescent 


melodies. Haunting, insistent rhythms. 
Cleverly funereal arrangements. All in the 
service of a nymphet aimlessly wonder- 
wandering over lost loves, the dashing of 
hope and the unreal nature of a reality too 
harshly felt. An unearthly yet sublime vo- 
cal presence, it moves through us like sharp 
exquisite pain. Іп dreams it lovingly em- 


braces. Yet brings no relief. (BMG) ds 
^ 


Drunken Boat 

Dressy Hat 
They sit Beauty on their knees. And rail 
against Her. This doesn't mean you should 
listen. Unless you like condescending, af- 
fected, dadaesque neo post-punk (the new 
term for this sort of thing) sung by a guy 
who sounds like he's suffering from a termi- 
nal case of post-nasal drip. When they drop 
the pretense, as on "I Love You" it's star- 
tling, sublime. Beauty yelling back. 
Drunken Boat should throw away their 
Zappa and prank call tapes and pay heed. 
(Yesha) ds 


^ 


Duran Duran 
Thank You 

Or, Hell in Pink Tights. And thank you for 
the perfect alternative soundtrack to La 
Cage Aux Folles. Thank you for showcasing 
our favorite fairy queens warbling limp 
wristed covers of classics previously per- 
formed by glistening well-hung ebony war- 
riors Sly Stone, Grandmaster Flash and 
The Temptations. The London Daily Mirror 
has recently reported that the Fey Four un- 
wittingly accepted a promised dream 
date with Judy Garland in lieu of payment 
for this recording. The boys, holed-up in 
the Brown Room in The Savoy off 
Picadilly are, according to our sources, still 
waiting. (Capitol) sj & ds 


^ 


Bob Dylan 
Unplugged 
It has now been five years since Bob Dylan 
released a studio album of newly recorded 
original material. But Dylan's first live set 
in more than 10 years is more than passable 
- he sounds like he gives a damn. 
Backed by his touring band of the past 


LP 
CD 
cassette 


few years plus Brendan O'Brien on organ, 
Dylan runs through 11 songs (12 on the 
video), mostly from his sixties heyday, with 
varying results. When he tries, as on "Deso- 
lation Row,” “With God on Our Side,” and 
"Love Minus Zero/No Limit" (available 
only on the video), he reinterprets and 
gives new meaning to old material. At 
other times, however, as on "Tombstone 
Blues," "All Along the Watchtower" and 
"Like A Rolling Stone, Dylan merely 
blurts lyrics indifferently. The Unplugged 
set is also noteworthy for its inclusion for 
the first time on an album of "John 
Brown," a 1963 antiwar outtake from The 
Times They Are A-Changin', which is an- 
other of the set's most moving moments. 

Despite the inability or refusal to grace 
his audience with new material, Dylan con- 
sistently finds ways to reinterpret his older 
work and keep it fresh. And notwithstand- 
ing his sloppy lead guitar work and the oc- 
casional phlegm gurgling in his throat as he 
sings, Unplugged is, for the most part, a job 
well done. (Columbia) df 


^ 


The Existers 
Of Coffins & Carousels 

If you're searching for the perfect antidote 
to help you escape the $30 million media 
blitz which attempts to convince us 
Michael Jackson is still the King of Poop, 
then The Existers' Of Coffins & Carousels is 
just what the doctor ordered. Forget the 
moonwalking monkey lover and slip into a 
psychedelic haze as Existers' multi-instru- 
ment mastermind J.D. McKean leads you 
through his personal Neverland of freaks 
and harlots and bittersweet musings on en- 
tropy and decay. Here love is a Cat О” 
Nine Tails, a disease that "lurks in shad- 
owed wait," while on the title cut McKean 
laments the emptiness of contemporary life: 
“Is there no sadder equation/than all that 
lives must fall bitter & die/Trapped in this 
solemn occasion/with nothing to wear but 
this/black suit and йе...” 

The ghost of Ian Curtis would approve. 
But imagine a subdued reworking of The 
Residents’ Freakshow produced by Ray 
Manzarek, replete with happy-organ-of- 
death keyboards, laid-back John Densmore 
drums courtesy of writer Richard Christian 
Matheson and Jim Hagopian’s lead guitar 
which sounds like it could have been re- 
corded sometime іп '66 and exhumed from 
the Elektra Record vaults. Wrap this audio 
web around McKean's lyrics and plaintive, 
almost wounded vocals and the result is a 
near perfect selection of psychedelic blues 


shot through with some surprises. Like 
“Letter From David,” an excerpt of a taped 
letter played over a Vic Mizzi Munsters 
theme-like arrangement. (Skeleton Music, 
Box 9078-150, Van Nuys, CA 91409) 
pn 


& 


Marianne Faithfull 
A Secret Life 

Faithfull’s wither-hag wheeze remains in- 
tact, but her first album of original material 
in 12 years is a boring and at time pre- 
ciously pretentious affair. Her self-penned 
lyrics, which emphasize sad tales of down- 
and-out women in sordid predicaments, 
are, however, frequently compelling. But 
using excerpts from Dante Aleghieri’s Di- 
vine Comedy and Shakespears’s Tempest as 
bookends for her tales of woe is a mistake. 
Moreover, Angelo Badalamenti’s accompa- 
nying music, which leans toward a Euro- 
cabaret sound - heavy on the orchestration 
and synth arrangements - lacks compelling 
melodies, while the backing playing is ut- 
terly faceless. (Island) df 


Ф 


Foetus 
Gash 
"Welcome to hell, motherfucker," Mr. Jim 
Thirlwell spat as he walked by me to the el- 
evated stage at the back of the black-walled 
D.C. punk palace otherwise known as the 
9:30 Club. And while I was never quite 
sure I was іп the infernal regions, I would 
just like to say if what I subsequently expe- 
rienced was the hell below, then, oh baby, 
baby, we all gotta go. Now how to describe 


it? How indeed? What with compositions 
drawing from all forms of popular music - 
blues, big band, rock, industrial, r&b - as a 
starting point, as inspiration, and piling on 
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contempt, anomie, atomization, horror and 
madness. Does it help to say that it rocks? 
And that the slower lugubrious tracks pos- 
sess all the majesty of a Papal funeral? 
"Hammer Falls" takes off on Greek or 
Mediterranean folderol before assaying a 
sonic ride between Scylla and Charybdis. 
“Downfall” is pure, beautiful noise, asumia, 
the sound a sticking cd makes before being 
assaulted by baseball bats. "Verklemmt's" 
hard beat metal implodes on its own self- 
disgust. "Slung" marries noirish Ellington 
to lyrics so angst laden they would have 
Sylvia Plath pulling her head out of the 
oven and perking up. I could go on and on. 
Write a doctoral thesis. Thirlwell threw out 
my notes. І mentioned something about 
humor. “What humor?" he asked tearing up 
my foolscap. "These are fragments I have 
shored against my Ruin." And I? I am left 
bereft. Unable to say or guess. Knowing only 
a heap of broken images. (Columbia) ds 


^ 


The Fuzztones 
Lysergic Ejaculations 
Perhaps America’s longest-running '60s 
punk garage band. Until they broke up a 
year or so ago. Since that time there have 
been a number of cool posthumous releases, 
i.e. Nine Months Later, the Halloween LP 
and this fab double lp set. The packaging is 
A Number One daddy with a gatefold 
sleeve and full color artwork throughout. 
The cover features two crossed, erect pe- 
nises spewing paisley. The inside collage 
sports naked chicks cavorting amidst press 
clippings whilst the inner sleeves contain 
pics of hard cocks rudely nestling between 
dozens of female fans’ luscious thighs. I for- 
got to play the records so ensconced was I 
in the aforementioned graphics but my girl- 
friend did and she told me this thing had a 
pretty fair live sound although the lead gui- 
tar could’ve been mixed a little louder. She 
also told me that there were great cover 
versions of Standells, Avengers and Love 
tunes and originals like “99th Floor,” “Love 
At Psychedelic Velocity" and "She's 
Wicked." That's what I think she said; I 
was too busy touching myself in a sinful 
manner to really pay attention. (Music 


Maniac) ds 
d 


Galaxy Trio 

In The Harem 
They play it slow. They play it fast. They 
play it with aplomb. Mysterioso lo-fi surf 
instrumental. You've heard it before. Nev- 
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ertheless, there's something about a combo 
assaying "Fur Elise" and following it with 
"In Like Flint" that's simply irrisistable. 
The elevated leavened by the vulgar. The 
B-52s meet the Challengers. Charm in a 
handful of foam. Jump in and come up re- 
newed. Or spent. It’s one and the same. 
(Estrus) ds 


^ 


Gaunt 
I Can See Your Мот 
From Here 

Word to these Ohio guys: slow down. 
You're in a rush to get ahead but what 
profit a band if it wins the world and loses 
its soul. This is what, your tenth or elev- 
enth release - first full length - and how 
long have you been together? A couple of 
years? Treat every track like it could be the 
next single and you'll have more "I Don't 
Care,” “Manson-Dixon,” and “Revolution” 
than a lot of the samey-sounding (nice but 
nothing to write home about) stuff that 
clogs the middle of this cd. That said, let 
me tell ya that this is a post-punk band 
with enormous promise and when the lead 
singer learns to approach every outing like 
it’s the last thing he’s ever gonna do as he 
does on the three aforementioned cuts, and 
the rest of the guys decide a searing guitar 
break on the bridge is no substitute for 
workmanshiplike chording, Gaunt is gonna 
be huge. They’re already far better than 
Green Day if that means anything to you. 
Would I buy this cd? Yes, but I’m being un- 
duly hard on the combo in the hope they 
read this (fat chance) and hunker down to 
produce the earth shaking rock n roll they 
are obviously quite capable of. (Thrill 
Jockey/Crypt) ds 


^ 


Grateful Dead 
Grayfolded: Transitive Axis 
Since its introduction into the Grateful 
Dead’s live repertoire in 1968, “Dark Star” 
has been the launching point for many of 
the band’s more extreme improvisational 
flights. Grayfolded is the brainchild of John 
Oswald, who, with the blessing of Dead 
bassist Phil Lesh, raided the Dead’s 
soundboard tape vaults to create this seam- 
less mix of excerpts from 51 versions of 
“Dark Star” and other instrumental explo- 
rations from 1968 to 93. The varied ver- 
sions leap back and forth through the years, 
occasionally combining voices and instru- 
mentation from different time periods, to 
paint a cohesive portrait of just how out 
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there the Dead have gotten in their nearly 
30 years together. This is the shit for some, 
pure shit for others. Part two, Mirror Ashes, 
is planned for later this year. (Swell/Arti- 
fact) df 


& 


Guided by Voices 
Alien Lanes 

Alien Lanes is a willfully sloppy, low-fi trea- 
sure trove of should-be-hits that runs the 
gamut from garage rock to early Beatles-in- 
fluenced pop. It doesn’t break any new 
ground, but manages to recast thirty years 
of pop convention over the course of 28 
songs in 41 minutes. Its virtues are many: 
hooks, catchy melodies, engagingly quirky 
lyrics and all the wrong notes in all the 
tight places. Its only significant fault is that 
several cuts are fragments in need of further 
development. Recorded on an eight-track 
deck, Alien Lanes’ charm lies in its purity, 
unstained by any trace of major-label pro- 
duction gloss. (Matador) df 


^ 


Hardship Post 
Somebody Spoke 
Apparently the avant garde Joe Jackson re- 
vival has failed to attract many adherents. 
Why relatively strong, healthy looking 
American boys provided with a plethora of 
manly idols (Charles Bronson, trucker 
trouveur Dick Curless, wrestling avatar 
Vader and drag racing god Arnie "The 
Farmer" Beswick) would strive to emulate a 
skinny, cross-dressing, ass-raped limey is 
beyond us. Are they really going out with 

him? (Sub Pop) sj & ds 


^ 


Heaven 17 
Higher And Higher 
Finally, a *Best Of" collection that's well 
worth owning even if you have the original 
albums on vinyl and/or tape. Higher And 
Higher is NOT the typical "select the dozen 
songs with the most airplay and slap on an 
old file photo" compilation. 

Running 77:58 with, appropriately 
enough, 17 tracks, it's obvious much 
thought and work went into this collec- 
tion. А few numbers such as "Fascist 
Groove Thang" have been remixed by out- 
side producers, some by Heaven 17 mem- 
bers (e.g. “Height Of The Fighting"); oth- 
ers have been tightened up with briefer 
instros or quicker fades (e.g. "Contenders"). 
And virtually everything has been polished 
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by advanced technology. 

Say what? Because nearly all instrumen- 
tation is created by use of Fairlights and 
Linndrums, those tones previously buried 
in the "warmth" of analog recordings leap 
out with remarkable clarity in the digital 
format. So dramatic is the sonic difference 
between wax and CD, you'll swear songs 
that weren't remixed were! 

Listening to the earlier material like 
“Im Your Money” side-by-side with “And 
That's No Lie" and other later works, the 
trio's astounding growth as musicians, ar- 
rangers and producers is readily apparent. 
Ironically, the greatest improvement is in 
the only non-electric instrument on the 
disk - Glenn Gregory's voice. 

(Note: for some odd reason, there are no 
tracks from 1988: excellent Teddy Bear, 
Duke & Psycho, оп the same label. What's 
the deal, Virgin?) (Virgin) es 


^ 


Iceburn 
Poetry of Fire 
Remember when you were in high school 
and your artsy-fartsy musician friends 
would invite you over to their parent's 
basement to hear them jam a la 


Mahavishnu or Fripp but because they, like 
you, were young, overloaded with testoster- 
one and weren't getting laid, kept locking 
into a rock groove leaving the odd man 
out, usually some dork with a flute or third 
wheel guitarist, to fill in the spaces with 
noodling protest bulldada? Well that's kind 
of what Iceburn is like only better. These 
cats may toss around names like Scriabin 
and Stravinsky and Miles but I got little use 
for any of those dumb guys (well Scriabin 
maybe - especially the last couple of piano 
sonatas) and what I hear if I have to do the 
rock critic thing and cite influences is King 
Crimson circa Red and Starless & Bible 
Black ('cept the last cut which is a different 
color out of all space and time Jack). That's. 
just a reference though; this to my jaded 


ears 18...15... startlingly original. There I said it: silence is given 
it’s just due, the background is sparingly decorated with unforget- 
table guitar meanderings, and structure is held hostage by a gently 
remonstrating harmolodic saxaphone. Moreover, just to show they 
don't take themselves too seriously despite dropping the names of 
Nietzsche and R. D. Laing in the liner notes, the boys "drop" a 
Black Sabbath medley on us at the end. Robert Fripp would never 
have the balls to do something so audacious. Or manly. (Revela- 
tion) ds 


^ 


Jason and the 
Nashville Scorchers 

A Blazing Grace 
These goobers rock! After a five-year hiatus, the original lineup is 
back with fury. Following their excellent 1985 debut album, Lost 
and Found, the Scorchers found themselves misdirected in pursuit 
of AOR fame and fortune. On A Blazing Grace, they've returned for 
the most part to that fork in the road where country meets punk 
rock and paved their own path between the prongs. On the rock- 
ers, such as "Cry By Night Operator," The Scorchers show they can 
still match the energy level of any roadhouse band. They even 
manage to make John Denver's "Take Me Home Country Roads" 
rock with conviction. The band also shows they have a way with 
country weeper. Although there are the occasional missteps into 
mid-tempo AOR fodder, the return of the Scorchers is mighty wel- 
come. (Mammoth) df 


^ 


Jefferson Airplane 
2400 Fulton Street 

I can hear the tongues clicking now. You'd rather dive for 
Dworkins than listen to a double CD of hippie music, right? Too 
bad, because if you weren't so narrow-minded, you'd hear Jack 
Casady, one of the baddest bassists to ever strap on a four-string. 
Before the days of Rotosounds on Rickenbachers, Jack went in for a 
trebly punch akin to the sound of someone literally hammering the 
left-most keys of a piano. While others fingered the standard boom, 
Casady ricocheted all over the neck, subtly shading one measure, 
rattling the speakers the next. 

If “treble bass" seems contradictory, I guess I’m going to lose a 
few of you with the term “lead bass" . . . but that’s exactly what 
Jack played on many occasions. Refusing to accept it as simply a 
piece of the rhythm section, Jack looked at his instrument and said: 
“This is a bass guitar!” Understanding it as such, Casady used feed- 
back, distortion and even picked a fuzz box-treated solo (!) on “Last 
Wall Of The Castle.” 

Lend an ear to Casady’s contributions on “Have You Seen The 
Saucers,” “Mexico,” “Eskimo Blue Day” or, more specifically, the 
bridge in “The Ballad Of You & Me & Pooneil.” His lines are as 
much counter-melody as they are rhythm, and could very easily 
work as keyboard parts. That doesn’t mean Jack couldn’t throb on 
the bottom when called for. Check how he torques through 
“Crown Of Creation,” for example. 

Les from Primus may be today’s bass ace as was Leroy Gorman 
(Bow Wow Wow) before him. But back in his day, Cass kicked ass. 
(RCA) es 
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Beau Jocque 
Git It 

Contrary to what most people might think, 
we Brutarians do not know everything. We 
do know a little bit about almost every- 
thing though. Except anything having to 
do with Louisiana. Like Zydeco. That 
rhythm and blues Cajun stuff. Usually 
played with an accordion as the lead instru- 
ment. We're told in the press kit that there 
exist two schools and the music on this disc 
is the harder edged contemporary style 
mixing funk (cf "Beau Jocque Boogie" and 
"Shaggy Dog Two Step" with their nasty 
boll-weevil infested guitar cadenzas), urban 
blues ("Sack O' Woe" avec burning black- 
ened redfish six-string solos), rap and hip 
hop. Most of it has a two four beat (Are 
those dented garbage can covers the drum- 
mer is pounding on?) with the ‘cord doing 
that duh DEE DEE duh thing. I dig it. It's 
ferocious, it rocks like a mother, and best of 
all, ic has Beau, who sounds like Howlin’ 
Wolf in a good mood. Which is pretty god- 
damn inspiring . . . The party platter of this 
or any other year. (Rounder) ds 
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King Crimson 
THRAK 

Robert Fripp reassembled King Crimson 
last year as a double-trio featuring Adrian 
Belew and Fripp on guitar, Trey Gunn on 
stick, Tony Levin on bass and Bill Bruford 
and Pat Mastolotto on percussion. 
THRAK, the first full-length CD by the 
new lineup, is an at times overwhelming as- 
sault representing a hybrid of the 1972-74 
and 1981-84 editions of the band and relies 
heavily on technical virtuosity. When the 
skills of the new lineup are channeled into 
a focused bellow, as on “УКОООМ” the 
bombast is “art rock” at its most urgent. 
Several of Adrian Belew’s vocal tracks re- 
veal a more subdued side as well. But Crim- 
son may have too much chops for its own 
good, as shown by its tendency to drift into 
indulgent cacophony on the title track and 
“B’Boom.” Moreover, they came up a bit 
short on material: a large portion of 
THRAK is re-recordings of tracks from 
VROOOM, last year's reunion ЕР. In addi- 
tion, there are three versions of the epony- 
mous cut. (Virgin) df 


^ 


Kyuss 
... and the Circus 
Leaves Town 
A real panty wringer. Honest, I got the toi- 
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let paper and athletic tape and fagged my 
dick back pre-op style. I’m not a small guy 
in the thigh department and it fucking 
hurt, but it’s the only option open, right? 
So I don a pair of panties swiped from one 
of my load-like ex’s. The spit rolled down 
my recently shaven chest, over my tummy 
and onto my non-manhood until said dain- 
ties were wet and sticky, just like the real 
girl's are when confronted with so much 
low-tuned, thud-groove action. 

In the new heavy rock scene the majors 
have started to mine, these guys can only 
be topped by Monster Magnet. Hell, I put 
the damn Clutch record on after this one 
and it played kinda timid . . . and I dig the 
Clutch lp as a fine piece of Rock vs. Roll, 
90's division . . . really do. 

And the Circus Leaves Town focuses 
Kyuss’ previous world beater slobberfest 
(Sky Valley) into more of a bottom heavy 
rock song classique style punch. These guys 
tune down so far they could be playin’ 
Rickenbacker basses instead of six-strings 
for all I know, or care. This shit’s like Tad 
in a dune buggy rovin’ Charlie’s old terri- 
tory instead of his monster truck, out tour- 
ing Green River Killer dump spots. 

If you aren’t familiar with what Kyuss 
does (and as I check their sales figures, 
you're probably not) they play a basic gui- 
tar, bass, drums, mid-tempo guitar rock 
which owes to the applied energy of punk's 
everybody-grab-on-and-heave-togetherness 
with 70's hard rock dynamics and chops in 
service of a zonked, jammed, momentum 
out to get at “it.” There is absolutely no 
waste here. Like the antique records that 
formed the non-progressive hard rock ex- 
plorations a long time ago, Kyuss push the 
music and place prime emphasis on the 
rock-out aspect of the rock-out. No wooly 
weirdness or yahoo yodeling genius, rather 
the indelicate charging of a mechanically 
perfect, ugly-ass "73 Nova whose ad reads: 
"Runs great, new shocks - needs paint." If I 
could add one song to the Blitz play list this 
summer it would be "One Inch Man." It 
doesn't sound like anything else, but it's got 
an instantly familiar crank groove rock ra- 
dio currently needs to tap. Ya know, like a 
Danzig/Commodores/Deep Purple kinda 
thing. Besides that, all I can say is bring 
back Electric Peace. (Elektra) cr & af 
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Los Straitjackets 
Fantastic & Totally 
Unbelievable 
Tastefully disguised in gaudy wrestling 
masks purloined from the Santo Museum 
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in Las Cruces, this cryptic combo sashays 
through a bakers dozen of clean, adroit 
Cancun surf-inspired instros a la Webb 
Wilder. Wilder's vocals were, according to 
manager Mil Mascaras, mysteriously 
planchaed during the final overdubbing. 
Which is a plus. A big plus. (Upstart) ds 
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Lunachicks 
Jerk Of All Trades 
The Lunachicks are making the difficult 
transition from femme poseurs to entertain- 
ers and it looks like it’s going to take a bit 
longer before the makeover is complete. 
Still, after eight years and countless tours 
this cd, coming after the cunt-by-numbers 
Binge and Purge (1992), shows the quarrel- 
some quartet ditching the nasty pussy rou- 
tine and concentrating on the music. 
About time. What were you waiting for you 
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termagants? There are sixteen songs on Jerk 
and most of them are mixtures of speedy 
pseudo-metal stomp and bratty punk; what 
these Chicks lack in melodic and composi- 
tional skills they offset with contempt, 
churlishness and contempt. Did I mention 
offensiveness? There are cuts about butt 
plugs, feminine deodorant spray and genital 
play. And that's just on the first side. I'd lay 
down a fin for this. I'd lay down too for any 
of these lubricious tarts. Especially the thin 
brunette with the shit on her face. (Go 
Kart) ds 
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Ennio Morricone 
The Good, The Bad 
and The Ugly 
The fractured rays of the setting sun silhou- 
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ette the figures of three heavily armed men 
walking in funereal procession along the 
ridge of a variagated limestone outcrop- 
ping. Driven by the wind, their dusty 
longriders flap around their knees. Their 
faces are obscured by up-turned collars and 
down-turned Stetson brims. In the valley 
below, the family of a wealthy rancher un- 
wittingly consumes what is to be their last 
supper. The sonorous hoot of a desert owl is 
abruptly cut short by the twang of a single 
guitar note, which seems to quiver and 
hang in the still night air. A sharp volley of 
gunfire. Then silence. The lone and level 
sands stretch far away Revel in 
Morricone's mighty work. And despair. 
(EMI) sj & ds 
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Mountain 

Over the Top 
Mountain was former Cream producer 
Felix Pappalardi's American answer to 
Cream. On occasion, they could be a pow- 
erhouse. But Pappalardi, who was shot to 
death by his wife in 1983, wasn't any Jack 
Bruce, Corky Laing isn't any Ginger Baker, 


and guitarist Leslie West sure ain't Eric 
Clapton. 

For a couple of years in the early seven- 
ties, Mountain grinded out heavy metal 
crunch with brains and occasional subtlety. 
Although most noted for the thunderous 
"Mississippi Queen," they had a gentler 
side as well. Nearly all of the band's note- 
worthy work is included on Over the Top, a 
two-disc set. It's all here, with a generous 
helping from Leslie West's Pappalardi-pro- 
duced solo LP, Mountain, through most of 
Mountain's peak albums, Climbing and 
Nantucket Sleighride, on up to the lesser 
later work. Although the last half of the 
second disc is pretty well useless, the first 
disc and a half is a reminder of how good a 
hard rock band with a flair for improvisa- 
tion could be. West and Laing are currently 
touring as Mountain with former Jimi 
Hendrix Experience bassist Noel Redding 
but if the two generic nineties hard rock 
tracks appended to this set are any indica- 
tion of what we're likely to hear, I'd say 
save your money and spring for Over the 
Top instead. (Columbia/Legacy) df 
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Mumbo's Brain 
Excerpts From The 
Book of Humbo 

There is a very strong indication that by 
the time this review sees print the L.A.- 
based quartet Mumbo's Brain will have a 
major label record deal. Then again, maybe 
they won't due to the short-sightedness of 
West Coast A&R folk despite the fact 
within two months of gigging around Hol- 
lywood and playing the Orange County 
Skate Fest they landed a prime opening 
spot at Todd Rundgren's recent House of 
Blues shows. In the meantime, while wait- 
ing for their debut album The Book of 
Mumbo to appear, check out this infectious 
demo tape preview. 

Fronted by John Skipp (yes, that John 
Skipp of Skipp and Spector infamy, the ter- 
rible twins of the so-called Splatterpunk 
‘movement’), the backbone of Mumbo is а 
fistful of seasoned veterans in the shape of 
former Megadeth and Circle Jerks guitarist 
Chris Poland and his brother Mark (White 
Zombie) on drums, with Dave Randi whip- 
ping up some mean rhythms on bass. But 
don’t let the speed metal lineage put you 
off. Chris Poland started out as an accom- 
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plished jazz guitarist and his multi-disciplined dexterity is clearly 
evident here. Add a wide range of influences (Zappa and Beefheart 
immediately spring to mind) and top off with a highly emotional 
cover of The Cure's "Love Song" - transmuted into a long, slow 
blues grind - and one will instantly understand why music biz head- 
hunters may have a hard time focusing on this eclectic band. 
(Mumbo, 1314 Ocean Ave, #119, Santa Monica, СА 90401) pn 
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Nutley Brass 

Plays the Greatest Hits of Shimmy-Disc 
A release solely designed to force recall of the horrific experience 
of squirming in your uncomfortable wooden unitary desk-chair 
combination during interminable showings of grainy industrial/edu- 
cational filmstrips in elementary school. Of sweating. Needing to 
go to the bathroom. Or to vomit in front of the entire class . . . 
Strings. Frothy trumpets and xylophones. Ingratiatingly peppy. 
Agreeably chintzy. Like the living rooms of your upper middle class 
friend's parents: naugahyde, lace and colonial wainscotting . . . The 
narrator droning on oblivious to your discomfort. “Copper is our 
friend. This useful mineral was first extracted from the earth by the 
mighty Phoenicians, creators of the integral system of sounds and 
symbols which have become our modern alphabet . . .” (Shimmy- 
Disc) sj & ds 
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Oblivians 
Soul Food 

Here's some titles: “Nigger Rich," "There's a Plate іп my Head,” 
"And Then I Fucked Her." So? So they're hostile, politically incor- 
rect lunatics. You know their friends hate them and their parents 
have already disowned them. For getting an occasional A- in Phys, 
Ed. For being too pimply to chase girls in high school. For not hav- 
ing the courage to deck your mom when she told the assembled 
family clan at a Fourth of July picnic that you were a fag. For being 
too weak to pull your head out of the hole in the living room wall 
your father rammed it into to teach you to walk more quietly 
around the house during Kojak . . . The most in greasy punk for vet- 
eran junior high school misanthropes. (Crypt) sj & ds 
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Pennywise 
About Time 
There really aren't enough good things you can say about this band. 
Here are some: smart, savvy, scintillating. Here are some more: 
punk, southern cal style - allegro molto, aggressive, minor key tune- 
ful, hoarse but stirring vocalizing, subtle and effective production. 
The didactic and optimistic lyrics flirt with the commonplace but 
this is a minor beef. We don't listen to rock bands for the lyrics 
anyway. However, the name's got to go. Ап outfit with this much 
going for them should not purloin their moniker from a character 
in a mediocre Stephen King novel. Or even a great Stephen King 
novel for that matter. Might I suggest Mishkin or Caliban as pos- 
sible alternatives? (Epitaph) ds 
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Black Sabbath . . . by way of a southern 
Maryland biker bar. PCP and Jack Daniels 
in the gravel-covered parking lot. National 
Bo and Schmidts on tap inside. Thick, ata- 
vistically heavy guitar chords incite 
fistfights. Sephulchral vocals demand 
bloodletting. Somebody's girlfriend goes 
outside for a pistol interrupting feral coitus 
in the backseat of a jacked-up gray- 
primered Camaro. Arraignment on Mon- 
day morning. (Futurist/Fierce) sj & ds 
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Pussy Crush 
Tormenting The 
Emotionally Frail 
Hats off gentlemen, a brilliant punk band. 
With woody-inducing female vocals a la 
Debbie Harry before she started mixing 
with Andy Warhol and the rock critics. 14, 
15, 16, I don't know how many songs. They 
all run together after a half a dozen listens. 
However, it doesn't matter, Tormenting's a 
virtual primer of early Ramones styled 
musique. Three chords and a cloud of glam 
effortlessly tugging at the heartstrings. And 
the libido. Іп a bratty way. With out of kil- 
ter guitar filigree giving it that about-to- 
veer-dangerously-out-of-control feel. Defi- 
nitely a pick to clit, er click on the Brut 

playlist. (Caroline) ds 
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The Remains 

Too Much to Lose 
"Remains formed in Tokyo on 1992 and 
started to play at local club. They played 
loud and exciting gigs a lot. In result they 
were getting popular in this area. The could 
excellent reviews from many magazine in 
the world. Now Remains are MOST 
TALKED BAND in Tokyo area. Finally 
Remains won loud, wild, snotty and strong 
Rock ‘n Roll. Remains don't need FROM 
JAPAN word. Remains don't need 
TREND." We know lazy review but some- 
time press kit just say good. (1 + 2 
Records) sj & ds 
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Jonathan Richman 
You Must Ask The Heart 
Although he has settled into middle age, 
Jonathan Richman has maintained an al- 
most childlike quality in his work. Take 
“Vampire Girl,” for example, wherein our 
little Jonny refused to satisfy his carnal de- 
sires with any of the title vixens. No, all he 
can bring himself to do anymore is stare at 
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them. Even when Richman addresses an is- 
sue that others might bludgeon with heavy- 
handed seriousness, such as ethnic stereo- 
types on "Just Because I'm Irish," he does so 
with lightness and good-natured cheer. 

Richman's latest release is a 33-minutes- 
short, uneven assortment of originals and 
covers. The instrumental backing varies 
from none to modified skiffle accompani- 
ment. When the gee-whiz approach works, 
as on "To Hide a Little Thought," "Let Her 
Go Into the Darkness," and the title track, 
Jon's wavering voice is charming. But when 
Richman gets too cutesy for his own good, 
as on the a cappella “Walter Johnson,” one 
wants to smack him. (Rounder) df 
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Michael Rose 
Heartbeat 

After leaving the enormously influential 
second generation reggae combo Black 
Uhuru, Michael Rose dove head first into 
obscurity. At least in this country. In the 
reggae industry his profile remained high 
thanks to a string of "hits" including my 
personal fave “Ме Ragamuffin Stink Like 
Ganja." Or was that "Stalk of Sensimella"? 
Anyway, Mike's perambulating-amidst-the- 
ether vocals were, in the interim, co-opted 
by numerous artists like Junior Reid and 
most recently, Snow, and paraded as origi- 
nal inventions. Rounder, deciding to rec- 
tify this blatant purloining, signed Rose 
and ordered him to set the record straight. 
The first single, “Ва4дег Than You," finds 
our hero throwing down the gauntlet and 
letting everyone know: "I can do it better 
than you. I can do it best best." While I'm 
not sure about that, I am sure this guy is 
quite a talent. He's confident enough to let 
his riddims and infectious reggae dancehall 
beat melodies speak for him. Which brings 
you to his voice. And the things the voice 
is trying to say. Not profound things per- 
haps. But subtle things. Apercus giving a 
moments pause. Epiphanies bringing in- 
sight. Can we ask for more from popular 
entertainment? I think not. (Rounder) ds 


^ 


Satan's Pilgrims 
At Home With 
Hot on the heels of their frightfully engag- 
ing Haunted House Of Rock ep comes this 
masterful full length instro cd. The Pilgrims 
assay a boss recombinant of garage, surf and 
cheesy sixties Bondia with class, sass and 
panache. Yes sir, no breezy brammagens or 
foam-flecked farragos here; the Pilgrims 
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have been mainlining Ventures апа 
Trashmen for most of their inebriated lives 
and thus find little need to ape. No, the 
word here is shape. And hammer. With 
tasteful insouciance. Just listen to the cover 


of Lee Hazelwood's “Movin” por ejemplo 
and the way it's transformed into a de- 
mented take on Ennio Morricone. Or the 
lubricious version of the hoary "Music To 
Watch Girls By" wherein twangy reverb 
slowly transmogrifies into the slap of ar- 
rested adolescents reverently embrocating 
their penises. This is brilliance. This is in- 
consequentiality of the highest order. This 
is unnecessary. Satan's Pilgrims are go, 


baby! (eMpTy) ds 
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Julian Schnabel 
Every Silver Lining 
Has A Cloud: 

Julian, this is stupid stuff: 
You mouth your lyrics adroitly enough; 
And there can't be much amiss with moody 
adult rock ’tis clear, 
When talented people (Laswell, Worrell, et 
al.) bring up the rear 
But oh, good Lord, Julian, the verse you 
make, 
It gives a chap the belly-ache. 
(Island) ds 
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Scratch Bongowax 
Zero Conformity Intuition 
We were going to review the new Devil 
Dogs cd, but there were too many of them. 
So we spun this thing instead, the band's 
sub-moronic sobriquet notwithstanding. 
And we liked it. Young, loud and snotty. 
As in the Dead Boys. So we left it on. 
Their anthemic power chording hooked us. 
Their hostile lyrics kept us going. Their ap- 
parent inability to make it with janes 
amused us. Might have something to do 
with the vocalist's voice cracking whenever 
he goes for the high notes. Maybe not. It's 


hard to sing when you know girls hate you. 
(1 + 2) 4 & sj 
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Screaming 
Headless Torsos 
Screaming Headless Torsos 
Grandmaster Flash meets Haircut One 
Hundred on the first song. Jimi Hendrex 
meets Haircut One Hundred on the sec- 
ond. We couldn’t make it beyond that. 
That’s because we never liked Haircut One 
Hundred. Neither their music nor their 
haircuts. Alright, maybe their haircuts. A 
little. But not their music . . . As for these 
Headless poopheads, I suggest they keep 
their day jobs. You think it involves giving 

haircuts? Must be . . . (Discovery) ds 
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Six Finger Satellite 
Severe Exposure 

Good God y’all! The reason Gang of Four’s 
comeback failed. Lydon wrote a book. And 
Trent Reznor ran to the safe confines of 
Interscope Records. Hard charging disso- 
nance . . . Guitars exploding in shards of 
hate . . . Bass/drum anchoring you to the 
floor while kicking you in the ass. You love 
it. You need it. Vocals a circus of phlegmy 
sibilance. Fuck me like an animal? Why then 
I'll fix you. In the gyre and gimble where 
swarthy tops doth wade ... (Sub Pop) ds 
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Souls At Zero 
A Taste For The Perverse 

Naturally these working class rockers would 
be drawn to Ruskin, he the patron saint of 
the commoner artist; although like him, 
the Souls’ dyspeptic lyricism betray а fond- 
ness for a life beset by illness and uncer- 
tainty of temper. But I digress; with the ex- 
ception of the morose power ballad “Inside 
A Scream,” this is delightfully misan- 
thropic, the steamy rhythms, the masterly 
and vigorous emoting, the roiling, vaguely 
threatening melodies providing a marvel- 
ous backdrop for what, in toto, is sublimely 
polished heaviosity. Oh pray, tis true, their 
next release is to be, as rumored, an adapta- 
tion of The Stones of Venice. (Energy) 


^ 
Steelpole Bathtub 


Scars From Falling Down 
Lot of talk on the circuit about this "semi- 
nal" band and while fans of the controlled 


cacophony pioneered by the AmRep 
school should find Scars to be their cup of 
tea, most, I fear, will not. That’s because, 
with a few, a very few exceptions, the ma- 
jority of this stuff, for all its sound and fury, 
is curiously uninvolving. The guitar pyro- 
technics (masterful bits of iconoclastic 
sturm and drang filgreed with feedback and 
distortion) are marvy, though. Quite incen- 
diary. That’s the whole show really, the 
discs raison d’etre, and when placed at the 
forefront bring the rather cumbersome 
compositions to fitful life. If Steelpole were 
just starting out, Га say they had a ton of 
potential; but, as the boys have been hack- 
ing around for quite some time now it looks 
like this is all we can expect. And it’s not 
enough. (Slash) ds 
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Suffocation 
Pierced From Within 

Thus quote the press kit: “In recent years, 
death metal has suffered from a glut of 
bands insisting on doing the same old 
thing, rehashing old riffs, rewriting old lyr- 
ics and copying the vocal styles of their 
peers.” And I? I question not, for Suffoca- 
tion answers this with animal cunning. Or 
as phantasy directs. Because they have 
drunk blood. (Roadrunner) ds 
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Sugar Shack 
Shotgun For Two 
Rancid three chord misanthropy disguised 
as bonhomie. The quintet supposedly pride 
themselves on a supposed lack of ability but 
the twelve cuts here cook like roadkill on 
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Texas asphalt, the performances аге noi- 
somely besotted and the lead singer sneers 
as rankly as Stiv on a bad day, only more 
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threateningly. Yes, the whole misguided 
project stinks: of booze, b.o. and backroom 
broads. Smell the magic: it's the fusty 
stench of unadulterated rock and roll. 
Someone get me a bottle. I could make a 
fortune selling this inspired caca. (Au Go 


Go) ds 
% 


Tav Falco's 
Panther Burns 
Shadow Dancer 
Dear Tav, I think it's a bad career move to 
take songs popularized by Dion, Dean Mar- 
tin, Gene Pitney, et al. and sing them like 
Jonathan Richman. I know you're label 
mates and all, but Jon told me he thinks 
you suck. So why don't you grow up and do 
what you do best: Gothic rockabilly and 
that unruly primitive sixties garage thing. 
This is what I love and what I think you 
probably do too. Sincerely, Your Mother 

(Rounder) ds 
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Teengenerate 
Get Action 

Bratty, tuneful thrash with a touch of glam. 
If these nattering Nips lived in Loisada 
they'd be stopping traffic at the Bowery- 
Houston intersection. But that's why we 
have immigration laws. Steve absolutely re- 
fused to listen to this record, choosing in- 
stead, as he became somewhat red-faced 
and violent, to recount some stupid story of 
how this feckless jap tourist in a rented 
Thunderbird accidently chipped the paint 
on the driver's side door of his mint '68 
Mustang in a liquor store parking lot. A 
day that will live in infamy. For Steve any- 
way. (Crypt) sj & ds 
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Various 
Basketball Diaries 
Soundtrack 
Appropriately morose backing to the flick 
based on the Pulitzer-prize nominated auto- 
biography of Jim Carroll. So of course the 
tinsel town geniuses put only two Carroll 
songs on the thing (the update of "Catholic 
Boy" with Soundgarden is a killer though) 
which normally would have me pretty 
steamed but I own everything Jimmy's ever 
done so what the fuck do I care? Should 
you? I don't know. Here's what you get: ap- 
propriately morose cuts by Р) Harvey and 
The Doors, some histrionic heaviness cour- 
tesy of the aforementioned Soundgarden 
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and The Cult, fey funkiness by way of Flea 


and Rockers НІН, dour alternative 
meanderings penned by the likes of The 
Posies and Massive Internal Complications 
and readings from the book by big Jim him- 
self. Sounds pretty good, right? Makes you 
wanna see the movie? Of course not. 


Nothing’s that good. (Island) ds 
^ 


Various 
Ham ‘n Eggs 

My friend John of the Psyclone Rangers be- 
lieves the truly professional rock critic 
doesn't even have to listen to a cd in order 
to review it. And because this is a promo 
only release I suppose there's even less rea- 
son for me to do so. Besides we've sung the 
praises of the likes of Pitch Shifter, Bolt 
Thrower, Fudge Tunnel, etc., in the pages 
of this rag previously. Therefore, this re- 
view is going out to Lou and Rachel and all 
the guys who toil at Earache. Guys, this is a 
fabulous compendium of assaultive indus- 
trial metal and extreme noise terror so why 
are you limiting this mailing to industry 
types? Those noxious nabobs of negativism 
are only going to throw it in a bag and sell 
it to the operator of their local disc parlor 
for next to nothing. So is it okay if I dupe a 
couple of thousand copies and send this 
copacetic compilation to our readers with 
the next issue? They're the ones who need 
to hear this. Why? Because Brut fans are 
hip. They are young. And they are blind. 
Qu'est que c'est? Mmmm . . . Fa fa fa fa fa. 
. . (Earache) ds 


^ 


Various 

Encomium 
A Tribute to Led Zeppelin: Why does Led 
Zeppelin's appeal endure? Because younger 
performers, such as the 12 who butcher Zep 
faves on this wretched tribute, haven't ad- 
equately replaced or duplicated the band's 
mythical power. FYI: In addition to mean- 
ing "tribute," "encomium" is also an ana- 
gram for “meconium.” Look it up in a Funk 
& Wagnalls near you. (Atlantic) df 


^ 


Various 
Hodge Podge Barrage Vol. 2 
Reeling in the wake of draconian sanctions 
against Japanese car imports, the dithering, 
hyper-active slopes have now embarked on 
a campaign of subversion and subterfuge, 
attempting to pass off inferior slant punk, 
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surf and rockabilly acts as the genuine 
Made-in-the-U.S.A. article. While we are 
somewhat moved by the hopeless futility of 
this transparent bit of skullduggery, we are 
quite disturbed by the apparently voluntary 
participation of several American bands in 
the yellow slime's ruse. It is our unanimous 
recommendation that these back-stabbing 
turncoats - The Makers, Man or Astroman, 
Jack O' Fire and Roy Loney of Flaming 
Groovies' fame to name but a few - be shot 
in the back of the head and tossed in a 
ditch. Not by us but by whomever is in 
charge of things like this. We'll give it a 98 
and wait for a call from the Senate Sub- 
committee on UnAmerican Activities. (1 
* 2 Records) ds & sj 
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Various 
Medicine Head: 
New Bottles Old Medicine 


The Way We Live/Tractor: A 
Candle for Judith/Tractor 


Stack Waddy: Stack Waddy/ 
Bugger Off! 

Dandelion Records - established in 1969 
by famed British DJ John Peel - was the pre- 
mier independent label of its day. Peel had 
(and has) innate good taste, and his roster of 
acts created some of the most unusual and 
exciting music of the early Seventies. In 
the years since it's demise in 1972, collec- 
tors have been spanning the globe, trying 
to get their greedy little mitts on these ex- 
tremely rare recordings. Now, thankfully, 
See For Miles Records, a British label, is re- 
issuing on cd the best of Dandelion's catalong. 
Want to know what you've been missing? 

Medicine Head's debut single, “His 
Guiding Hand," was recorded in a kitchen 
for about three dollars. Its few plays on 
BBC Radio 1 excited a great deal of com- 
ment from such luminaries as Pete 
Townsend, Manfred Mann, and ex- 
Yardbird Keith Relf (who later produced 
the band), and Medicine Head went on to 
be the best-selling act of Dandelion's short 
existance. (The single "Pictures in the Sky" 
cracked the British Top 30). 

New Bottles features Peter Hope-Evans 
on harmonica and occasionally jews harp 
(1) and John Fiddler on vocals, lead guitar, 
bass drum and high-hat cymbal (which he 
somehow handled all at once). The result- 
ing sound was a highly unusual, mournful 
kind of country-rock, sort of like The Band 
stuffed full of Quaaludes. At their best, 
Medicine Hat are beyond mellow - the 
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songs have an eerie sort of stillness, as 
though they've been hatched in a grave- 
yard. It's not something you'll want to lis- 
ten to fairly often - most of this is a real 
downer, frankly - but the adventurous among 
you should check it out. 

In 1971 Jim Milne and Stephen Clayton, 
going under the name The Way We Live, 
recorded A Candle for Judith on two tape re- 
corders. After some canny mixing they sent 
the tape to Peel, who was so impressed he 
called it a "shining jewel, polished complete 
and original." “Candle”, a psych-tinged folk 
rock piece with sone lovely vocal harmo- 
nies, showed some promise, but the duo re- 
ally blossomed when they changed their 
name to Tractor and recorded a self-titled 
follow-up. 

Unlike its predecessor, Tractor comes at 
you with all the subtlety of an angry pig. 
Wave after wave of heavy psychedelic licks 
bludgeon you into submission, while a firm, 
anchoring backbeat keeps the whole thing 
from meltdown. Songs range from the omi- 
nous "All Ends Up" to baroque/mystical 
hippy epics like “Make the Journey." A 
great work. Proof positive even dweebs can 
tock when they try. 

Stack Waddy, the best of the Dandelion 
bands, was a defiant working class quartet 
from Manchester. They were proto-punks 
in many ways: their equipment was shitty, 
they were constantly broke, and lead singer 
John Knail supposedly beat the crap out of 
inattentive members of the audience. More 
importantly, however, Stack Waddy rocked 
brutally hard. 

The eponymous debut is the Ip the 
Flamin’ Groovies could never quite make. 
Most of this set is rootsy covers of one sort 
or another (“Bring It to Jerome,” “Susie Q,” 
Tull’s “Love Story”), but the band pounds 
through these chestnuts with a manic en- 
ergy and intensity that wouldn’t meet its 
match until the Sex Pistols. Bugger Off!, re- 
corded in five drunken hours at Manch- 
ester’s Strawberry Studios, is even better. 
Again, the combo relied a lot on covers 
(“Hoochie Coochie Man,” Zappa’s “Willie 
the Pimp”) but now the songs were really 
just the framework for frenzied, orgasmic 
jamming. Imagine the Groovies crossed with 
Blue Cheer and you'll get the idea. 

Alright, so now you know: You need 
these recordings. Like you need God or true 
love. So do yourself a favor: run don't walk 
to the local groovy record emporium (the ones 
that still sell vinyl) and pick these puppies 
up. Trust me, the clerks will be so impressed 
with your taste and erudition they'll knock 
a few samolians off the purchase price. (See 
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American Tabloid 
James Ellroy (1995) Alfred A. Knopf 


Ellroy has become a fascinating prose stylist. His earlier novels 
were jejeune noir: the fitful machinations of a precocious ado- 
lescent melding the styles of Hammett and Chandler. White Jazz 
and the novella “Dick Contino’s Blues,” while marvelous recon- 
structions of the sounds and rhythms of fifties bop, left you 
dazzled at the artistry but unsure of where you came in and 
where you were getting off. Now Jimmy’s put it all together. 
And only the strong are going to be able to hang on for the 
whole ride. Ellroy’s out to smash the myth of American 
Camelot, to bury our sweet dreams of once-upon-a-time. The il- 
lusion of our collective innocence murdered. Of a fascist coup 
d’etat swinging this sweet land of liberty away from dogged pur- 
suit of truth and justice and toward laissez-faire capitalism and 
social darwinism. Ellroy’s method: a delirious but straightfor- 
ward narrative emmeshing the Mob, the FBI, the CIA, the 
Kennedys and the events surrounding and leading up to the hit 
on the President. Told largely through the eyes of a former L.A. 
cop and two FBI agents. Dig (as the author is wont to say): 
original sin made manifest for those not raised Catholic. Draw 
your breath in pain and let the cold rain rain down. And when 
'tis done, the rest will be as silence. 


Cry - The Johnnie Ray Story 


| Johnny Whiteside (1 994) Ваггісаде Books 


He sang like a man “іп an agony of suffering . . . Drenched in 
tears... he tears a passion to tatters and then stamps on the 
shreds . . .” Johnnie Ray. Possibly the missing link between 
Sinatra arid Presley. His nakedly emofiorial theatrics and syl- 
lable stretching ballad- ER URS то omm 
eering blazing a trail | 
through fifties pop. Clear- 
ing the way for rock and 
roll. "E-e-e-eeef yo-o-o- 
Oar  S-S-S-SW-SW-SW-sweet 
h-h-h-h-ar-rr-rr-art — s-s-s- 
sennzzz a ll-ll-llett-ta-a-a-a 
u-u-uuffff goo-oo-oo-b-b- 
b-by-y-y-y . . ." Fabulous 
success. Women weeping, 
gnashing their teeth and 
tearing at their garments. 
Men wondering what it 
was about this pale skinny 
kid with a face like a 
hayseed archangel singing 
like Dinah Washington. There was talent. There was vision. 
Thrown away on drugs, booze and boys. Ray ultimately took it 
all in stride. He may have been the Nabob of Sob but he was no 
crybaby. Clearly inspired, biographer Whiteside throws caution 
to the wind and overwrites his ass off - "the atavistic drive 
which carried him first to fame and then to death’s doorstep still 
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burned, a link to natural forces so deep- 
rooted that it alone was able to strike a 
spark of life within him." Johnnie 
wouldn't have had it any other way. Re- 
straint was anathema. 


As the publishing bubble of the True 
Crime genre has continued to expand to 
the breaking point, the plethora of badly 
written or researched volumes now far 
outweighs the truly interesting, of which 
this book's a fine example. One of the 
pluses of this explosion, however, is the 
fact that, in looking for new areas to ex- 
ploit, publishers have reprinted fascinat- 
ing forensics texts like Sir Keith 
Simpson's Forty Years of Murder and Brian 
Mariner's delightful forensics historical 
overview, On Death's Bloody Trail (origi- 
nally titled Forensic Clues To Murder). 

Subtitled The Strange and Fascinat- 
ing Cases of a Forensic Anthropologist, 
Maples’ memoirs add a new spin to this 
sub-division of criminology texts. Bones 
are his specialty. 

Professor and curator-in-charge of the 
С.А. Pound Human Identification Labo- 
ratory at the Florida Museum of Natural 


History, Maples’ distinguished career has ` 


thrown him face to face with the rotting 
corpses of snuffed drug dealers buried in 
the Florida swamps, the fragments of 
Vietnam MIAs, and the remains of the 
family of Czar Nicholas II and conquista- 
dor Francisco Pizarro. 

Written in a highly personal style, the 


author's enthusiasm for reconstructing į 


the life stories and deaths of dismember- 
ment victims and suicides is infectious. 
Balancing compassion with scientific de- 
tachment, Maples comes across as a bit of 
an eccentric uncle, the kind of relative 


who is so passionate about his work he k 
forgets the potential gross-out nature of 4 


his investigations and happily recounts 
the details over dinner. The anecdote 
about the time he persuaded his wife to 
help him transport the rotting remains of 
a murder subject in the trunk of her new 
car, and the resulting mess when the 
body bag broke, is priceless. Needless to 
say, they never could get rid of the smell, 
and Mrs. Maples was soon shopping for a 


new auto. Makes you think twice about 
buying secondhand, huh? Although 
Maples appears to frown upon “gallows 
humor,” he’s either writing with tongue 
in cheek or actually has no sense of hu- 
mor whatsoever. 

Whatever your interest in murder - be 
it a vicarious, thrill-seeking, tabloid ap- 
petite, or a serious fascination with the 
science of post mortem investigations - 
this book is a gem. For the history buff, 
the Czar Nicholas and Pizarro chapters 
are worth the price. For the ghoulish, 
there’s enough sordid, bloody detail to 
keep you going until the next serial killer 
volume. At least you'll learn that silicone 
breast implants don’t burn when a corpse 
is cremated. 

phil nutman 


A splendid little book about witchery, a 
veritable chronicle of the art. Beginning 
with the Salem trials that most everyone 
has a passing knowledge of, Mr Radford 
quickly flies over the Atlantic to intrigu- 
ingly detail similar pogroms in Scotland 
and En- 
gland. Then 
proceeds to 
spin tale af- 
ter fascinat- 
ў ing tale. 
Although 
many of the 
yarns deal 
with cliches 
like broom- 


ГА 

NA^ stick flying, 
4 haggard old 
Aj women fes- 
tooned with 
pointed hats, 
чта “emer and devilish 
ass-licking, none of them are the least bit 
soporific. And when you stop and con- 
sider that most of this stuff comes from 
documents of oral revelations passed on 
from generation to generation, it all 

takes on a somewhat unsettling pall. 
Along the way, you'll learn such deli- 
cious things as how much it once cost to 
burn a witch, the power of deadly night- 
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shade, the secrets of the "Knowing Ones" 
consultants of the “Book of Shadows,” a 
pharmacopeia for ameliorating the effects 
of curses, and more importantly, the 
methods and devices used to extract con- 
fessions from those accused of the prac- 
tice of the black arts. Ah! Torture! Beat- 
ing a woman's stomach after she's been 
forced to drink large amounts of water. 
Think about it the next time you pour 
some НО in your Lagavulin. Then let 
your mind wander over a scenario in 
which your limbs are being stretched well 
beyond the point of endurance while 
burning torches are held under your 
arms. Or one where you are subjected to 
scalding baths literally flaying the skin 
from your badly sweating and trembling 


torso . . . The strappado . . . The iron 
maiden . . . Tongue removals . . . Intes- 
tines rolled out upon a wheel . . . Those 


were indeed the days my friend. Too bad 
they had to end. 

For those with limited imaginations, 
there's a letter written by a putative war- 
lock to his daughter describing in inti- 
mate defail the agonies suffered under іп- 
terrogation as well as numerous illustra- 
tions of the sundry methods of inquisi- 
tion. Plus many laughable sketches and 
woodcuts of witches engaged in purpose- 
less activities. 

We also learn how to reap revenge, 
the manner in which one can escape a 
pursuer and the charms needed to change 
one's form. For less extreme circum- 
stances, certain ointments or herbs 
smeared over the body were often (and 
still may be) employed to drive the prac- 
titioner or a victim to dance, to forni- 
cate, or to hallucinate. A couple of shots 
of Glen Fiddich is usually enough for me 
but not all witches are schooled, like the 
Scots, in the art of mixology. Which is 
curious, since for some unearthly reason, 
the Highlander women seem to be the 
most adept at all of this mumbo jumbo. 
You might think it was the Germans 
with their baleful gaze and eldritch dic- 
tion who were the most proficient in 
these woeful practices. Not so. Teutons 
not only were inept practitioners of the 
Black Arts; they had trouble keeping 
themselves from getting caught by mere 
mortals. In 17th Century Germany alone 
hundreds of trials and executions took 
place. Many in the Fatherland were 
burned at the stake but an appreciable 
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number didn't even get that far; (һе rig- 
ors of numerous rounds of torture having 
taken their toll. So horrible were these 
vile, un-Scottish practices, that those ei- 
ther strangled or beheaded before being 
immolated were considered most fortunate. 
Fire Burn, as you might have guessed 
by now, is filled with devilish atrocities 
designed to make you burn with uneasi- 
ness. If your only exposure to the subject 
are films like Warlock and Bell, Book and 
Candle, this tome is likely to, even after a 
cursory glance, leave you spellbound. 
Unless you are Scottish or an alcoholic. 


Bobbi Sinha-Morey 


Frank Zappa: The Nega 
tive Dialectics Of 
Poodle Play 


Ben Watson (1994) St. Martin's Press 


Today we're gonna talk about a book. 
Pay attention class, there'll be a quiz on 
this material sometime next week. 

The book has a long, complicated 
title. It's by a fella name of Ben Watson. 
We'll talk about what he wrote pretty 
soon here, but first, let's do brother Ben. 

Ben is interestiag for a couple of rea- 
sons. Апа his interestingness relates di- 
rectly to what he's written about Zappa. 
To start with, Ben looks to be an honest- 
to-god commie. No shit. A real commie. 
Apparently not everybody got the word 
when the Soviet Union went down the 
tubes. Ever read anything by an honest- 
to-god commie? Ya know, any of that slo- 
gan infested crap by Lenin, Trotsky or 
any of the rest of those dingdongs? It's 
pretty god darned impenetrable let me 
tell ya. And guess what boys and girls? 
Ben's tome is just chock full of that same 
kind of opaque stuff. Oh joy! 

So Ben really really believes in folde- 
rol like dialectical materialism and weltgeist 
and class consciousness. What a riot! 

Our Marxist-scholar also appears to 
have a fondness for elitist art-critic dog- 
gerel. Clement Greenberg speak: drip- 
ping condescension, the chosen one 
deigning to explicate the complexities 
and arcana of a challenging subject for 
hopeless proletarian nitwits like you and 
me. Ben would have made a damn fine 
modern art critiqueist for some drongo 
east coast artsy fartsy upper crust publica- 
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tions with names like Chilliastic Scrawl 
or Post Modern Bull Dada. Who knows, 
perhaps that's what he's doing right now. 
Whatever. 

So ok. Now you know where the guy 
is coming from. Let's press on. 

In a nutshell, this work is a thorough 
examination of every damn thing Zappa 
has ever done. Examined chronologically 
starting "before" Zappa ever actually be- 
gan playing music for money and peram- 
bulating through all of it; right up until 
Frank's demise in 1993. And let me tell 
ya, it's an exhaustive motherfucker. No 
detail uncovered by brother Ben is too 
small for inclusion in this thing. (And, I 
might add, he's done a yeoman's job of 
research.) Neither is any tangential or 
parenthetical discussion relating to the 
sublimity or lack thereof in Zappa's 
oeuvre. Negative Dialectics is just loaded 
with some of the goofiest damn shit you've 
ever had the misfortune to run across! Non- 
sense which has little to do with “апу- 
thing" as far as I can tell. Stuff like this: 


In the vacuum opened up by the revolu- 
tionary moment of May 1968, the SI was 
not good because it was extreme, nihilistic 
and cool (though it was), or because its 
members wrote slogans down their ties 
(though they did), but because they had a 
Marxist analysis that had no truck with the 
Stalinism of either the Communist Party or 
the Maoists. 


Or this: 


This notion of the importance of trivia 
has been taken up by chaos theory (though 
its popularity is really to do with the way the 
“butterfly effect" gives а "scientific" expla- 
nation to the way dreams charge insignifi- 
cant objects with affective power. 


Are we getting the idea yet? There's a 
lotta goofy longeurs here. And Ben likes 
it that way. He pitches right into it from 
the first fucking page and keeps laying it 
on with the heaviest of hands. 

I have the sneaking suspicion in the 
back of what's left of my mind that 
Watson has chosen to write his magnum 
opus in this manner in order to drive 
away all but the most unregenerate 
Zappa fans. 

Which is a shame. 

Because, despite all of the nasty things 
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I've said, this is at times, a terrific read. 
For those of us into Zappa (or even those 
with a passing interest), Watson's book is 
a goldmine of information. It's jammed 
with anything and everything you've al- 
ways wanted to know from the strange bits 
on the record jacket of Just Another Band 
From LA to what "Pound For A Brown On 
The Bus" (Uncle Meat) really means. 

Watson, however, is not just giving 
this stuff away. He makes you work for it. 
One of his little techniques is to intro- 
duce a subject that nobody's ever heard 
of and then go on and about with it as if 
simply everybody knows all about it and 
not bother to identify nor place it in its 
rightful context until a hundred pages 
later. But at least he's honest about it. 
Sorta. I couldn't find anything which 
failed to get properly explained sooner or 
later. Eventually. 

And Ben's honesty finally even ex- 
tends to the hocus convolutions of 
pseudo-logic that he can't resist wrapping 
everything up in. Bless his heart. 

The book concludes with a delightful 
interview with Zappa wherein it is re- 
vealed that Frank not only never in- 
tended some of his nonsense to be under- 
stood in the whacko terms Ben insists on 
relating it to, but that he has no idea 
what Watson is talking about. Which is 
one of the reasons Zappa apparently 
agreed to the interview. Imagine that. 

Buy this damned thing. It's highly in- 
triguing. But don't plan on readin' all of 
it in one go. Set a full week aside to 
properly assimilate. You'll be glad you did 

James MacLaren 


The Language Of Fea 


Del James (1994) Dell Abyss 


Beware the book which arrives festooned 
with blurbs. Either the novel in question 
is as good as everyone says it is and will 
already have good word of mouth, mak- 
ing those endless pages of reviews redun- 
dant. Or the quotes will be the desperate 
manipulation of a marketing hack who 
wasn't paying attention to the book in ques- 
tion and will mislead the reader, setting 
up false expectations which may disappoint. 

Del James’ The Language of Fear suffers 
from the latter. An abbreviated cover 
blurb, attributed to Tyson Blue, review- 
ing for Cemetery Dance magazine, states 
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(with many ellipses) James is a writer of 
equal stature with Clive Barker and 
Lovecraft. On the inside front, however, 
the same quote, in full, is credited to Pe- 
ter Straub, the context different and 
more accurate. Go figure. But horror tra- 
ditionalists expecting Barker's Books of 
Blood poetics or stylistic flourishes, and 
Lovercraft’s oozing, transdimensional 
metaphysics will be disappointed. Of- 
fended even. Not only misleading, this 
kind of marketing snafu does James and 
his collection a disservice, for The Lan- 
guage of Fear is spoken in the author's 
voice. A street voice that whispers from 
the gutters then screams in your face. 
Subtle it ain’t. John Mason Skipp has a 
handle on it though: “If Herschell Gor- 
don Lewis had turned up with Black Sab- 
bath and Charles Bukowski, it would 
play like Del James . . .” 

R.I.P. magazine Senior Editor, some- 
time Guns N' Roses lyricist, and friend of 
Axl Rose (who provides the introduc- 
tion), James could have titled his collec- 
tion Post Cards From Hell. Not the infer- 
nal other world released from a puzzle 
box or that summoned by the 
Necronomicon, but urban hell. These 
stories are the broken hymns of South 
Central, of an infamous house on Bundy 
Drive, songs drunkenly wailed on the 
shit-encrusted sidewalk of Times Square, 
and half remembered as a full moon rises 
over Melrose Avenue. Don't expect deli- 
cacy or refinement, finely crafted prose 
or rich, profound metaphor, The 
Langugae of Fear is spoken in the cadence 
of muffled feedback, a tortured Strat scream- 
ing for release from the room next door. 

The story “A Tale of Two Heroines” 
starts the collection on a suitably sordid 
note, sketching the lives of a dysfunc- 
tional family unit of junk poppin’ pimp, 
‘ho, and their crack bastard. Not what 
you'd expect, and if someone like Toni 
Morrison had written it, this story would 
have appeared in The New Yorker and 
lauded as “socially relevant” by the 
circle-jerking literati. Now that James 
has you in an unguarded moment, he 
moves in fast with the vile “Adult Na- 
ture Material,” a thoroughly nihilistic vi- 
gnette concerning an alcoholic Irish 
porn theater ticket taker and what hap- 
pens when he stops a patron from playing 
Pee Wee Herman in the aisles. Guaran- 
teed to make you think twice the next 


time you get hot and bothered watching 
a Terri Weigel video. 

Now that he really has your attention, 
the author hoodwinks you again with 
“Bloodlust,” a tale which could be a de- 
leted chapter from Andrew Vachss’ Shella 
yet suddenly veers off into James Herbert 
Fluke territory. Similarly, the next story, 
“Date Rape” promises a predictable de- 
nouement then pulls another bait-and- 
switch manoeuver. “Saltwater апа 
Blood,” too, is a surprise, not due to a 
clever O’Henry-style plot twist, but as a 
result of its heart-felt elegiac undercur- 
rents. Some stories, however, are hard to 
digest, like the clunky, overwrought 
“Mindwar,” a been-there-before bad drug 
trip with a Twilight Zone touch. And if 
“Without You” seems familiar in its es- 
saying the inner turmoil and self-destruc- 
tiveness of Mr. Mega Rock Star, then 
that’s because it was the inspiration for 
the video of November Rain, although the 
story was written long before G N' R ex- 
ploded onto the national scene. Interest- 
ingly, Axl Rose admits in his introduc- 
tion that the story turned out to be un- 
cannily prescient around the time of the 
band's multi-platinum success. 

The short story is generally acknowl- 
edged by professional writers as the most 
difficult prose form to master. Del James 
makes many beginners mistakes (he 
would be well advised to reign in his en- 
thusiasm for fustian metaphors and 
heavyhanded similes), but what his tales 
lack in literary polish, he more than 
makes up for with unflinching determi- 
nation. In fact, literary polish would di- 
minish the effect of many of these dia- 
monds in the rough and would be unsuit- 
able considering the subject matter, ulti- 
mately turning the writer’s voice into 
something it is not. 

Collections are inevitably uneven, 
and The Language of Fear is no exception. 
At their best they offer the reader a 
smorgasbord of the author’s obsessions, 
fears, dreams, and memories. And like a 
good buffet, the reader should graze not 
feast. Taken as a whole, James’ menu for 
destruction will immediately induce 
mental indigestion if not serious clinical 
depression. Despite the oblique morality 
lurking behind the scenes, there is very 
little light on show here. But at a time 
when the horror genre has all but disap- 
peared and what is available is mostly ei- 
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ther soft or safe, The Language of Fear 
echoes as a fierce shout in the face of 
complacency. 

phil nutman 


Sex Crimes 


Alice Vachss (1993) Random House 


The horrors of fiction pale in comparison 
with the cases detailed in this must-read 
evisceration of this nation's fucked-up le- 
gal system (thought the O.J. fiasco has 
you throwing up your hands in despair? 
this volume hammers home further nails 
in the coffin). After reading about how 
the political cocksucking former Queens, 
New York D.A. John Santucci behaved 
during the author's career, the book's 
subtitle "ten years on the front lines pros- 
ecuting rapists and confronting their col- 
laborators" becomes both an ironic state- 
ment and a testament to a remarkable 
woman's achievements. 

Penned by the wife of attorney and 
author Andrew Vachss, Sex Crimes is 
part autobiography, part autopsy, and 
above all, a call for revolution. 

Inspired to go to law school by a post- 
graduate position as a prison counselor 
and triggered in part by the uprising at 
Attica, Alice Vachss started out with the 
intent of becoming a criminal defense 
lawyer. But through changes in the Legal 
Aid system she became a public defender 
instead specializing in assault cases, an 
unenviable area due to the amount of 
work involved. After three years, how- 
ever, her supposedly noble aspirations 
(the individual against the Big Bad Gov- 
ernment) eroded under the weight of 
representing sociopaths, pathetic trans- 
vestite hookers, and the occasional inno- 
cent party. Then a series of events led 
her to the subject of sex crimes and the 
offer of a position as an assistant district 
attorney in Queens. There, Vachss found 
her life's calling. 

Despite the odds against her (com- 
pounded by Santucci's seeming disinter- 
est, political obstructions, resentments, 
organizational ineptitude, and soulless 
selfishness), Vachss fought her way to 
the top as chief of the Special Victims 
Bureau. Some of the cases recounted 
here include that of John German, a re- 
lentless pedophile who headed the Flush- 
ing Boys' Club so as to cultivate a garden 
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of ever available victims, and William 
Porter, a violent incest offender who tor- 
tured his "property" (his daughter and 
her younger, retarded sister) for over a 
decade. Many of the details are painful to 
read in Vachss’ uncompromising but 
fluid prose, yet what makes the ordeal 
bearable is twofold: her compassion and 
determination to see justice done, and 
the courage of the survivors who, after 
the acts of brutality have been inflicted 
upon their bodies, have to face pro- 
tracted ordeals meted out by a system 
filled with “collaborators,” misogynist 
cops and sexist judges who treat them as 
objects of scorn. 

Alice Vachss is a remarkable woman, 
and this is an essential book which pulls 
no punches in exploring the darkness. 

phil nutman 


995) Henry Ной 


A wonderfuly comic, profound and 
bawdy bildungsroman which suffers not a 
wit from having a thirty-three year old, 
wealthy cynic as its protagonist. And 
that Sam Callahan, our hero and narra- 
tor already knows the answers to life's 
important questions. However, Sam is 
something of, as the Japanese so poeti- 


2. ТІМ 
SANDLIN 


who acts like a 
baby in order 
to be treated as 
a dependent. 
By his daugh- 
ter, Shannon, 
and the 
woman who 
bore her. You 
see, Sam, twice 
married father 
and erstwhile 
writer of ado- 
lescent sports novels, doesn't really have 
any friends outside of Shannon and her 
mother. And he doesn't believe members 
of the opposite sex can love him. Sam 
blames his mother. For not raising him 
properly and for being gang raped by five 
teenagers when she was in high school. 
Mostly for the gang rape. It's resulted in 
Sam avoiding contact with men and 
seeking to save trashy women. The latter 
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through sex and, if necessary, marriage. 
Now his daughter Shannon has discov- 
ered the names of the rapists and con- 
vinced her father he should confront 
them. Uproarious and painful conse- 
quences follow. For all concerned. In the 
process, Sam and the reader learn many 
things, most importantly, that love is im- 
possible until you stop blaming others 
and learn to forgive yourself. 


First novels tend to fall into one of two 


categories: those which break new 
ground so thoroughly that the author is 
hard-pressed to improve in later books; 
and those novels which merely take 
other writers’ ideas and pretend the no- 
tions are their own, rather like buying 
one of Eric Clapton’s old guitars and ex- 
pecting to play as well as he does. Vurt is 
a curious blend of both species. 

Originally published in Great Britain 
in 1993, Vurt drifted without drawing 
much attention outside that country. 
Then it won the newly established 
Arthur C. Clarke Award for Fiction. 
Riding that recognition, the novel made 
its way across the waters to the States, its 
publication here by Crown Books be- 
coming something of a cause celebre elic- 
iting favorable comparisons to Faust, 
Frankenstein and the Odyssey by many 
critics who should have known better. 

Vurt is set in a near-future Manches- 
ter, England. Its headlong style owes 
much to American writers such as Rudy 
Rucker and Bruce Sterling. The story 
travels swiftly in spare, blunt sentences; 
its vision is best described as opium 
dream-like: filled with hazy color and 
nightmarish stop-and-flow motion. The 
book's first person narrator is Scribbles, a 
member of the Stash Riders, a group of 
slacker types living on the dole, eternally 
on the hunt for any "vurt" they can get 
their hands on. 

Vurt is the drug of choice in this 
ragged society. It takes the user into an- 
other world, a vurt "reality," which can 
be anything from a Stallone-style blood 
& gore thriller to a soap opera or a porno 
flick, with the user in the starring role. 
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The vehicle for vurt is a feather. Blue 
feathers are legal, safe dreams for sale. 
Pink is for porn. Black vurts are bootlegs, 
a little spicier than average, sometimes 
dangerous. And yellow vurts are the most 
powerful experiences which, like real life, 
are impossible to exit until the trip has 
run its course. 

You take the drug by sticking the 
feather into your mouth so that the tip 
brushes the back of your throat. Noon 
seems to have chosen this delivery 
method merely for its sexual imagery, as 
in this scene, the first time we see char- 
acters taking the drug: 


The Beetle pushed the feather into her 
mouth until he could stroke it against the 
back of her throat. New Girl took it all the 
way, like a Pornovurt star, and her eyes 
started to glaze. 


In keeping with Noons’ metaphor, 
forcing someone to take a vurt is called 
“face rape.” Vurt’s unique feature over 
other drugs is that multiple users can 
share the same vurt “reality” if they all 
use the same feather together - thus the 
unwritten rule of the Stash Riders: no 
solo trips. All feathers must be shared 
with the group, and no one can skip out 
on sharing the experience. 

The other members of the Stash Rid- 
ers are The Beetle, defacto leader; 
Beetle’s girlfriend Bridget, a powerful 
“shadowgirl,” or telepath; and Mandy, 
the new girl eager to take Bridget’s place 
in Beetle’s bed. Also along for the ride 
are Twinkle, an oddly innocent neigh- 
borhood girl, and a blobby vurt creature 
the Stash Riders call “The Thing.” 

The framework of the novel is re- 
vealed slowly. Scribble lost Desdemona, 
his lover and sister, while the two were 
sharing a bootleg vurt called “English 
Voodoo.” Scribble came out of the vurt 
with The Thing in his arms instead of his 
beloved sister. Exchanges of this kind are 
apparently not unusual. There’s even an 
equation, called Hobart’s law, to govern 
them: R=V +/- Hobart’s constant, ~0.267. 

Simply put, real matter can be ex- 
changed (by unknown forces) for vurt 
matter, worth for nearly equal worth 
(units unknown), within the difference 
range defined by Hobart's constant. 
(Though the equation itself may be as 
apocryphal as its creator is rumored to be.) 
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Scribbles searches for another rare "English Voodoo," deter- 
mined to reenter the vurt with The Thing and exchange it for 
Desdemona. Although the plan seems simple enough in con- 
ception, it is not achieved without a great deal of sidetracking. 
First the Stash Riders attract the attention of the cops. Then 


Read Up 


Bridget and The Thing mysteriously disappear. Scribbles falters Vou Bc шаға 
and is prodded back to action by Game Cat, а shadowy self- А 
styled vurt expert. With this wiley guru's help Scribbles learns or else ! 


he has the ability to slip between Reality and any vurt world of 
his choosing. Now, with the cops hot on their trail, Scribbles 
leads the remnants of the Stash Riders on his personal quest for 
completeness. 

The problems with Vurt become readily apparent for us when 
we step away from the adrenaline rush of the staccato prose and 
pause to think. The world Noon has created is a simple deriva- 
tive, with few surprises for anyone who's read a decent amount 
of cyberpunk. Noon's version of Manchester is without distinc- 
tion; it could be anywhere in Suburban Sprawl, USA. Using 
vurt seems alot like using one of William Gibson's simstims, or 
running up against some Al in the Net. The characters are your 
standard disaffected down-and-outs with little past and less fu- 
ture. Even the Game Cat seems like a pale imitation of Doctor 
Fish in Pat Cadigan's Synners. 

For technophiles who prefer gadgets to personalities, there is 
little here to take the reader beyond contemporary 90s society. 
(Good grief, people here still listen to rap!) Nanotech gets a 
passing wave, but computers aren't even mentioned. The pet 
gimmick in Vurt is an all-purpose lubricant called Vaz. The 
Beetle uses it as a sexual aid, oils his handgun with it, steals cars 
by slopping it on the door locks and heats up his vurts by dip- 
ping the feathers into the mixture before taking them. 

On the biotech side Noon gives us "robos" (people with arti- 
ficial organs and limbs) and “йор people," the result of some ge- 
netic tinkering which allows humans to mate successfully with 
dogs and produce all manner of kinky canine-human mixes. 

However, the problem is not what Noon has created, but 
what he has failed to create; the things he has clearly failed to 
think through. Here's one of the most bothersome items: re- 
member those Star Trek episodes where crew members get stuck 
on a planet because the transporter is on the fritz? Did you ever 
wonder why the captain didn't just send down a shuttlecraft to 
rescue them? 

The analogous problem in Vurt is this: if Scribbles can slip in 
and out of any vurt he knows, at will, why does he bother to 
keep looking for an “English Voodoo” version of the drug? 

But this is not a bad book. Far from it: the weaknesses are 
primarily conceptual; the gaffes of a writer attempting to write 
science fiction without being very familiar with the field. Para- 
doxically, the power of the novel comes from Noon ignoring 
this and boldly forging ahead. It’s a bright shiny millieu he's 
hacked out, so dazzling in its intensity that unless you're reading 
with a highly critical eye, you'll almost certainly fail to notice all 
the pieces not quite coming together. No matter, this is an en- 
gaging and smartly paced effort, and quite an imaginative and 
provocative debut for a fledgling author.3k 
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Guaranteed 
WORST Movies 
In Town! 


Mail! 
VIDEO VAULT 


Proudly Presents 
The Largest Collection 


of 
7 в CLASSIC, FOREIGN, 4 CULT 
| : Films On Video! 
تم‎ Call 1 • 800 * VAULT * 66 


VIDEO VAULT 


Your Alternative Video Store 
323 S. Washington St. 
Alex., VA 22314 
Fax (703) 836 • 5720 


Our old friend Craig Ledbetter has pub- 
lished the newest issue of EUROPEAN 
TRASH CINEMA since splitting with 
Tom Weisser and ASIAN TRASH CIN- 
EMA. Craig's devoting all his time to 
ETC and the new issue is terrific. It fea- 
tures a big interview with Alberto De 
Martino, who, in addition to directing a 
lot of trashy Italian flicks, also served as 
dubbing director on La Dolce Vita. Any- 
how, the mag is filled with great reviews 
so send Craig $20 for 4 issues at P.O. Box 
5361, Kingwood, TX 77325. The guy de- 
serves your support . . . Without a doubt 
one of the most entertaining and useful 
books of all time has winged its way to 
Casa Brutarian. It's called OUTPOSTS 
and the author is a guy named Russ Kick. 
He calls it “а catalog of rare and disturb- 
ing alternative information." The key 
word here is alternative. It's basically a 
huge guide to all kinds of strange, per- 
verse and very important information. 
Kick has searched out the wildest and 
the best and reviews all of them in a 
highly entertaining, yet uncondesc- 
ending style. He includes chapters on 
drugs, sex, conspiracies, the unexplained, 
art, fiction, the body - almost anything 
you might want to know on everything. 
He also includes a large section of pub- 
lishers’ addresses. If he critiques a peri- 
odical, he tells you how much it is and 
where to get it. UFOs, cyberculture, tat- 
tooing, it's all here, with some nice 
graphics included. For anyone even re- 
motely interested in any form of fringe 
culture, this thing is indispensable. It’s 
put out by Carroll & Graf Publishers, 260 
Fifth Ave., NYC, 10001, and it should be 
available at most decent booksellers. Tell 
them to order it quick; it will provide 
hours of mental stimulation . . . Another 
incredible tome which found its way to 
the Pope's mailbox was 50 GREATEST 
CONSPIRACIES OF ALL TIME by 
Vankin and Whalen. This thing is chock 
full of dangerous information that 
Americans need to know about. Almost 
400 pages on who really was behind the 
attempt on Pope John Paul II and who 
killed John Paul I; ex-prez Poppy Bush's 
links to the family of John Hinckley; a 


big section on MK-ULTRA, the CIA's 
attempt to achieve mind control using 
LSD, electro-shock therapy, etc., etc.; 
how Bush first armed Iraq then destroyed 
it; FEMA’s plan to suspend the U.S. 
Constitution; biological warfare testing 
and its link to AIDS; and one of my per- 
sonal faves, The CIA and Jonestown. 
(Was it mind control run amuck?) This 
work will keep you wondering every time 
you hear Brokaw or Rather (what a crook 
and a liar) spout the “official” version of 
some story like Waco. It’s published by 
Citadel Press, 600 Madison Ave., NYC, 
10011. Again, it should be readily avail- 
able at bookstores. If they don’t have it 
in stock, their buyer is an idiot who 
should be killed. Get it now . . . There is 
also a new British book which cooler 
record stores might carry, and if not, 
Tower does. It’s 
called PETER 
GREEN: THE ВІ- 
OGRAPHY and it’s | 
by Martin Celmins. | 
A complete look at ~ 
the Ше and career of | 
the founder of 
Fleetwood Mac (the 
early group, not the 
pop lamo-quasi-mys- 
tical-witchy incarna- 
tion) and for fans of 
the early blues-based | 

stuff, it’s a revelation. | 

Musicians and those 

іп the know have 

long considered 

Green one of the 

great blues players. 

As B.B. King once 

remarked, — "You're 

the only white boy that can make me 
sweat." Green left the group in 1970 
amid spiritual and mental crises, and in 
the ensuing years, only recorded about 
five lps worth of material, some of which 
was excellent. Recently, Gary Moore has 
recorded a thing called BLUES FOR 
GREENY, an album of Green songs, but 
sadly it will not be released over here. 
Not commercial enough. Sure. Anyway 
one great anecdote that shows the differ- 
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By: Jim Schoene 


ence between Green's reverence and re- 
spect for the music, and the crassness and 
commerciality of certain others occurred 
at the Windsor Jazz Fest late іп 1967. 
Backstage we have Green and Егіс 
Clapton who Green replaced in the John 
Mayall group. Green is dressed in jeans 
and t-shirt, drinking a beer. Clapton, 
who was shortly to perform with Cream, 
walked up, dressed in silk and tye-dye, 
sporting the largest Afro ever worn by a 
white person, and told Green, "Jesus, Pe- 
ter, you'll never become a star looking 
like that." Green smiled, shrugged, and 
sipped his beer. There it is in a nutshell. 
Finding this may take a little time, and if 
you can't, write directly to the people at 
Castle Communications plc, 429 
Barwell Business Park, Leatherhead 


Road, Chessington, Surrey KT9 2NY. It’s 
worth the effort . . . Just about the heavi- 
est band around is back with one of their 
best. Yes, those brain-fried maniacs, 
Kyuss, have a new one called . . AND 
THE CIRCUS LEAVES TOWN on 
Elektra. Huge slabs of really fucking 
sludgeoid guitar and a bass sound to rival 
the sensurround antics of the late Felix 
Pappalardi (Remember him? Is his wife 
still in prison for murdering him with a 
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derringer that he gave her? Let us know, 
could be a cool interview.) Kyuss is on 
tour with White Zombie and other main 
eventers, so they shouldn't be hard to 
see. You won't be disappointed . . . 
There's some great music floating around 
out there that you should pick up on. 
First, Rhino has seen fit to release a ter- 
rific 2CD compilation from the group 
Love, entitled LOVE STORY 1966- 
1972. It has a cool book with tons of rare 
photos and stuff. If it weren't for Arthur 
Lee's refusal to tour almost anywhere but 
California, these guys would be rock gods 
(well, they sort of are anyway). The 
Doors and others followed their lead in a 
lot of areas. A neat thing about this 
comp is that it covers only the early re- 
cordings, the first four or five albums, 
which are the essential items. As usual, 
the sound is exemplary, and the set in- 
cludes the complete FOREVER 
CHANGES Ip in a much-improved ver- 
sion over the one that Elektra released 
some years ago. Unfortunately, there’s 
only about four unreleased tracks, but 
who’s complaining. A long overdue 
package . . . And speaking of packages, 
check out Rhino's Ennio Morricone an- 
thology, called А FISTFUL OF FILM 
MUSIC. Again, it's about fucking time. 
This guy has, by his own count, scored 
between 200 to 300 films!! However, 
film historians generally agree that the 
total is close to 400!!! And the scary 
thing is, almost all of them are good. He's 
done them all from Dario Argento flicks 
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to potboilers like Orca, The Killer Whale 
and everything in between. This collec- 
tion has 4 tracks from a wide variety of 
films. We get the trademark spaghetti 
westerns to crime films, from Bugsy to Tie 


Me Up, Tie Me Down. 
And you know something? 
The man has never won 
an Oscar (At least I don’t 
think he has)  Un- 
fucking-believable! I get it 
. . . John Williams has а 
whole mantel full of those 
little bastards, and our boy 
Ennio doesn't have one. I 
defy anyone to show me 
the difference between 
Williams’ scores for Super- 
man, Star Wars and Indi- 
ana Jones. He changes 
three goddamn notes and 
that's it. Same thing. Sorry 
for the тап, but 
Morricone has got the 
goods in the woods, if you get my drift. 
Anyway, kudos to James Austin and Ri- 
chard McLeese from Rhino for putting 
this one together . . . On the "free" music 
front, don't miss the new one from drum- 
mer extraordinaire William Hooker, 
called ARMAGEDDON, on Homestead 
Records. Working with special guests, 
Hooker gives us loud, jagged, skronky 
music that's a joy to hear. Check out, es- 
pecially, the sixteen minute workout 
"State Secrets" with Hooker on traps and 
two insane guitarists. This cat richly de- 
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serves your attention and support . . . 
Also our pal Bill Laswell has fashioned a 
divertissement he calls FUNKCRON- 
OMICON, credited to “Axiom Funk.” 
You name ‘em, they're here: Bootsy, 


Е 


A FISTFUL OF FILM MUSIC 


Bernie Worrell, Sly and Robbie, Herbie 
Hancock, Maceo Parker, Fred Wesley, 
George Clinton, Buckethead, Blackbyrd 
McKnight, Gary Shider, Mudbone Coo- 
per, and especially the late great Eddie 
Hazel, guitarist and creator of “Maggot 
Brain.” Im not shitting you, they're all 
here and they rock. It’s a fabulous 2CD 
set released through Polygram, so you 
can find it in the malls. This shit should 
be all over the radio, but no, we get Bush 
and Live. Oh well. WHAT CAN YOU 
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